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Part I: Nerds, Corn Pops, and Online Auctions 


For about the millionth time, Aisha regretted splitting the rent with a 
part-time web designer. Somewhere, Joel got the idea that all things could 
be found on the internet, and he probably was right, but let's be serious 
here. Just because you can find it doesn’t mean you have to buy it. Even if 
it is cheaper. 

As far as she was concerned, there was just something satisfying about 
going to a store and shopping the right way. You saw where the stuff came 
from, you paid a real person real money, you carried the purchases to the 
car, you lugged them up the stairs, and then you put them away. A fun way 
to spend a few hours in the afternoon and all the exercise a girl needed, 
really. 

She dug through the box the Fed Ex guy had just left. Cereal, soap, 
shampoo, detergent, cleaning supplies ... wait a second. 

She did a double take. Cereal? God damn Corn Pops. I cant eat this! 

Aisha was on a diet, of course. When she wasn’t celebrating some minor 
success of the most recent one, Aisha was always on a diet. Either way 
dieting didn’t do a damn bit of good. She’d been cursed with body weight 
yoyo-itis. Up and down, up and down, non-stop. Mostly up when it was 
important to be down, though. Winters she managed to stay slim, but 
summer just killed her. The moment it became time to put on a bikini, her 
body fat seemed to triple. 

And summer approached, so of course, Joel loaded up on Corn Pops in 
anticipation of the eating binge to come. 

“It was cheap,” replied Joel when she queried him that evening. You 
couldn’t ask Joel things, you had to query him. That’s how disconnected 
from real life the sap was. Nine out of ten Nerds would agree that Joel was 
pathetic; however, to understand that pronouncement, you'd have to 
understand nerds, and that is a topic for a very long, very dull paper. It’d 
be best if it were not covered here, thank you very much. 

Joel wasn’t too bad off on the looks front. If it were not for the extreme 
reality disconnect, he wouldn’t have had much trouble finding interested 
girls. Before meeting Aisha, several girls tried to mold him into a worthy 
boyfriend, but they all gave him up as hopeless after a few weeks. Now 
they seemed to assume that Aisha was his long-suffering girlfriend and 
gave thanks that they weren’t as stupid as poor, dumb Aish. 

Aisha, on the other hand, was a mutt. Genetically, she had taken a bit 
from every major ethnic group and more than a few minor ones. You’d 
think that she should have been some sort of trans-ethnic exotic beauty, 
but she wasn’t. Close to an even mix of all the world’s best features pretty 
much averaged out in her case. For example, you can’t have beautiful 
Asian eyes and beautiful occidental eyes at the same time. Aisha’s eyes 
wound up somewhere blandly in between. 

All dressed up, and standing up straight — that was very important 
because otherwise she thought she looked a little chubby — she didn’t 
look bad. Statistically, she was perfectly placed: Not ugly and not 








intimidating. Guys should have been crawling all over her, but as a wise man said, 
“There are lies, damn lies, and statistics.” 


Speaking of statistics, her online bio would say 


Height: 54" 

Weight: 131 lbs 

Hair: brown 

Eyes: brown 

And some sites would add 

Bust: 34DD 

Hips: 24 

Waist: 34 

Favorite Sex Position: Doggy style 


Aisha is a wild and crazy trans-ethnic slut who’ll fuck anything that moves at the 
drop of a hat. A virtual innocent all the way through high school, she exploded onto the 
hardcore scene in the film [click here for more] 

But that last bit would be complete bullshit — the sort of thing you see on a porn 
star’s website — and clicking that link would doom you to a dozen or more pages of 
pop-ups and mostly circular references before you got to the registration page required 
(It’s Free!!!) to see the full bio. God help your e-mail inbox if you actually registered 
because there are only three more lines in the bio (which is complete BS), and if a guy 
tried out all of the penis enlargement spam he received (and they worked) he’d literally 
be able spank the moon when he got hard. 

In reality, Aisha wasn’t shaped like an hourglass, wore a loose B-cup, and hadn’t 
had enough practice yet to even have a favorite sex position. But knew she was never 
making out in the back of a car again. Unless it was a very big car. 

In other words, she was average looking and really uptight about it. Being ugly 
would at least give her an excuse to not live with a hot guy, right? Yet she lived with 
Joel and had no excuse other than it cut her living and eating costs by about half and 
almost completely eliminated the need to bus to school. 

As you can tell, Joel and Aisha didn’t really make a great couple. They didn’t make 
any sort of couple, officially or unofficially. Aisha didn’t even use Joel as an excuse 
when she chased off the few guys that were pathetic enough to be interested in her. 
Think about it. A) no one would believe her if they knew Joel, and B) the idea was kind 
of insulting, even if they didn’t know Joel. 

So Aisha was, in a nutshell, not good enough for a good guy, and too good for the 
sort of guys she did get, when she got one. This made for a really nasty dichotomy in 
one’s self-esteem, and left her with Joel as the closest thing she had to a boyfriend. 

Aisha met Joel the hard way: Mercy date. Literally. 

Mercy Kenner set them up. 

Aisha never saw it coming. The gang had gone out for burgers and suddenly Mercy 
snagged Joel off the street and promoted Aisha and Joel to a reluctant part five of a 
quintuple date. 

Who was Joel? Who knew? Mercy knew him from somewhere. Joel wouldn’t admit 
it, but Aisha suspected that Mercy used him as a homework slave. Hopefully he got 
something out of the deal because even Aisha had to admit that Mercy was unbearably 
hot. The evening came to an uncomfortable end with Aisha and Joel locked in a closet 
with Mercy and Henry holding the door shut until the trapped not-couple kissed and 
became a couple. 

Actually, that’s how it started, but after a few minutes Henry held the door shut by 
leaning on it while Mercy knelt and loudly did what she did best. Being pressed up 














against a Joel that had stiffened under the influence of what was obviously 
underway on the other side of the door really ruined Aisha’s day. 

Besides, Mercy was the antithesis of Aisha and could best be described 
as a sex kitten. Her page on MySpace had this to say: 

Hi, Pm Mercy and you wish you knew me. I'm 5”7", a soft and curvy 
115lbs, and my boobs are out of this world. See? <up close image of a nice 
— firm and full, but not weirdly big — rack being flashed to the camera> 

My first boyfriend called me a sex kitten, but he was a tomcat, so he’s 
long gone. Yes, that means you can dream and fantasize about me doing 
me however you want. You will anyway, so what am I going to do? Say 
no? Screw that! I like making guys hard when I’m not even around! Dream 
all you want. Hey, I might even like (Gasp!) anal. Wouldn’t that be cool? 

Then it nattered on teasingly before listing her favorite bands, actors, 
and movies. She even posted some mostly bad self-written poetry about 
cats. 

Eventually, Aisha found that Joel couldn’t kiss, but he did need some 
help meeting the rent. And it turned out that they did have a few things in 
common: They both liked peace and quiet and neither of them could cook, 
hence Aisha’s continuous diets. Joel stayed thin because he tended to forget 
to eat. 

And living with a guy was no bed of roses. Besides the usual guy 
annoyances with the toilet seat and towels, Aisha’s mom had completely 
freaked out. When she found out that Aisha was rooming with a guy, she 
flew half way across the country to talk some sense into her little girl. Then 
she met Joel and came to the conclusion that her little princess’s virginity 
was Safer with Joel than it was with Aisha living on her own. 

Mom was right, too. A week before moving in with Joel — when she 
was a good little girl living on her own — Aisha made out with Mercy’s 
by-then ex, Henry, in the back of his BMW. She hadn’t any reason or 
emotional attachment to the guy; she just wanted to try sex out. Mercy had 
kept him around for an unheard of three months, so he had to be good, 
right? Maybe he was, but Aisha wasn’t very impressed. 

Anyway, enough of that and back to her talk with Joel about his obsession 
with buying everything online. They’d just reached the shampoo and things 
were about to get interesting. 

“We saved a bundle on a whole box of the stuff, Aish,” he said, referring 
to the shampoo. 

“Right. And the money we saved, I’m going to burn buying conditioner.” 

Joel looked blankly as though he’d never heard of conditioner. 

That was something that Aisha didn’t even want to think about, so she 
shifted gears and forced herself to stay on the original topic. “Is this some 
of the stuff you bought online? Joel, this looks like it was translated from 
Chinese by an idiot. Look at this: “For full, firm body you will love.” Who 


wants firm hair? Hello? *Full of sexy bounce energy?’ What the hell is that 
supposed to mean? Bouncy, sexy hair?” 

“It's Japanese, Aish. So the translation’s a bit funny, it still works.” 

“Does it?” she asked. “Have you tried it? I’m not having my hair turn 
anime-blue, Joel.” That gave her a horrible thought. “Please tell me you 
didn’t get this stuff from the same place you ordered those videos,” she 
said, referring to the box of tentacle rape movies she’d accidentally opened 
one day. 

“It was just that one,” Joel protested. “The rest of the order was all 
Ranma and stuff like that.” 

“Ranma. A guy with a personal harem who also turns into a girl so they 
can throw in lesbian sex scenes. I can't believe you — a guy who never 
has time for a real girl — actually watches that perverted garbage.” 

And, once they began re-fighting the video argument instead of fighting 
about the shampoo, the informational content dropped to nearly zero and 
stayed there for about a week. Then Aisha ran out of her regular shampoo. 


“Impressive Endowments Full-bodied Shampoo,” read the bottle in her 
hand as she entered the shower. Good shampoo or not, it was still shampoo, 
so what could go wrong? If it didn’t work, She’d take a trip to Wal-Mart 
and buy her regular brand. Unless her hair turned black and fell out, that 
is. In that dire case, she’d most likely be going to jail for murder. 

Aisha reached across the diamond-shaped shower stall and adjusted 
the temperature of the water up a bit. Squirting a small blob of the shampoo 
into her hand, she was relieved that it didn’t look funny. It was a creamy 
off-white and no different from her regular shampoo. But it did smell 
fantastic as she rubbed it into her hair and the scent permeated the steamy 
air. Her fingers tingled and she felt her heart rate quicken. 

Aphrodisiac shampoo? She giggled internally. I could get used to this. 

Her scalp tingled. What the copious lather touched, tingled. As it washed 
down her body, she felt her breasts tingle, and that was a good tingle. A 
wet-between-the-legs tingle. A nipples-get-rock-hard tingle. A knees-get- 
weak-and-she-starts-moaning tingle. 

“Oh my God!” she moaned, her knees going weak. Her bubble-coated 
hands flew to her breasts as her back hit the shower wall. The suds 
surrounded her nipples and she gurgled. She barely had to touch a thing, 
but she did anyway and it felt, “Oooh oh! Oh! OH! OH! OH! Sooo good!” 

At the back of her mind, she knew she was standing in her shower 
feeling herself up and putting on a show that any guy — even Joel — 
would kill to videotape. She didn’t care. Her nipples throbbed into the 
palms of her hands, and she found herself rubbing her breasts more and 
harder and tighter. It almost felt like they were getting bigger than her 
hand’s ability to cup, but that was just fine with her. All the more for her 
stroking and greedy kneading. 














Gasping in a mouth of air, water, and soapy foam, she found only one hand was 
squeezing one breast. The other hand busily made circles around her excruciatingly 
tingly clitoris. Faster and faster she stroked, then stroking wasn’t enough anymore and 
her fingers went looking deeper. She slid down the shower wall, water pounding down 
on her, as her head snapped back and forth, her bent legs shook and tried to kick 
through the clear plastic of the shower’s door, and her cries grew louder. Her eyes 
tingled as the shampoo got in them. Soap in her eyes and all she could do was buck and 
pinch a nipple that screamed with pleasure. 

Oh, wait, that wasn’t her nipple screaming. That was her. 

“Guzzlessshhh,” she said, then for a moment as she neared the peak, then cresting 
she balanced on the top for a moment before... nothing. 

Wham! She sucked in a breath to scream, but choked instead on the mouthful of 
water and foam. A convulsing, coughing fit cut the orgasm agonizingly short, but, 
oddly, the shampoo actually tasted good. Her body declared that one truncated orgasm 
simply wasn’t enough and did what it took to coax up another. 

Hot water still rained down on Aisha when she regained consciousness, thank God 
for the boiler. One running shower couldn’t use up the hot water faster than the boiler 
could replace it, so Aisha wasn’t snapped back to sanity by hypothermia. But when she 
blinked and closed her mouth, the shampoo had been washed away. Two fingers were 
buried in her pussy, tired, but still slowly moving as though they had minds of their 
own. 

Slowly she stood, soaped herself up with regular soap, and washed off. Despite 
looking hungrily at the shampoo, she left it alone. 

Still surrounded by the afterglow as she dried herself off, she felt only sort-of ashamed 
of herself. Even after the sexual blow-out and disregarding the steamy heat, her nipples 
were still swollen and hard. Not to mention sensitive. Drying off her breasts just about 
had her lying on the floor moaning again. 

I’ve masturbated before, argued the happy Aisha. 

But never like that, said the reserved Aisha. Not in the shower. 

Oh, of course not. She shuddered as she deliberately dragged the soft towel over a 
tender nipple. It responded by somehow managing to press further outward, and her 
body heated again. Just in the bath tub, but the new apartment doesn’t have one of 
those, does it? 

I acted like a slut. I still look like a slut. My nipples are standing at attention. My 
breasts even look swollen. Anyone could tell what I’ve been up to. 

So? I’ve never come like that before, either. Definitely got to do that again. 

You said it, girl! said reserved Aisha, thumbing one of the slutty nipples. But only 
when Joel's out, I don't have to go anywhere, and no choking next time! 

Later, once the mirror had de-fogged, Aisha dragged a brush through the still damp- 
looking brown strands of her hair, occasionally delivering a blast from her hairdryer. 
Something weird was going on. Her normally flat, dull hair dried, but didn’t look dry. 
It looked luxurious and full, with strands coiling into rings as the brush let them go. 

“Oh my god!” My hair does look great! Joel, you lucky bastard! You get to live! 
Full of body, and then some, but it’s my breasts that look firm! 





“Joel, where the hell did you get that shampoo from?” Aisha yelled 
from the doorway of her room. 

Sighing, Joel closed the door to the apartment, locked it, and looked 
towards her. Aisha’s hair was still brown, so no big deal. 

“What's the matter? Your hair looks OK.” 

“My hair looks amazing. Look at this!” She fluffed the gorgeous, 
glistening hair out and the ringlets dropped to her shoulders before 
rebounding back up. 

“OK. So you went and got your hair done. What’s that got to do with 
the shampoo?” 

“I didn't get my hair done. When I dried it, it just sort of curled.” 

“And this doesn’t usually happen?” he asked. 

Aisha glared back and shifted her hips to put all of her weight on one 
leg. “Nnnno.” 

The new diet is doing well, Joel noted. “OK. So what’s the problem? 
Your hair looks fine.” 

“Tdiot.” She ducked back into her room and slammed the door. 

Joel stood by the door for a moment replaying what had just happened 
in his head. Concurrently, he pulled his shoes off (untying them first because 
the heels last longer that way), then dropped off his knapsack on the way 
to the kitchen. 

Aisha had thrown open her door. She’d yelled at him. She’d made no 
sense. Then she’d called him an idiot and slammed the door. Nothing new 
there; it happened at least once a week. 

When she stood in the door, she had on a pair of jeans and a white 
blouse-y thing. That’s fine, but she wore a belt, and from that he could 
infer that her newest diet was working. The meant she should have been in 
a good mood, though — at least until she dropped off the diet and gained 
her losses back. 

But what about the hair? It looked shorter than usual, but the curls explain 
that easily. Maybe the pH balance of the shampoo was a bit odd, but Joel 
was no chemist. He’d look it up on Wikipedia later, but first he set the oven 
to 425 degrees, opened the fridge and wondered if fish and chips or chips 
and those bacon-wrapped thingies would do for dinner. 

What really caught his attention as he reviewed the encounter was the 
way she’d left a couple buttons open at the top of the blouse. Aisha really 
had nice natural cleavage. He dug back further and couldn’t recall any 
other good Aisha cleavage moments. This was odd because he generally 
noticed and logged those sorts of things. 

He thought more about that while selecting the bacon-wrapped thingies. 
Pulling out two and popping them in the microwave to thaw, he kept on 
thinking. Then he grabbed a head of lettuce and proceeded to hack it and a 
tomato into a crude salad. Once the bacon thingies and a cooking tray of 


french fries were in the oven, he went to check his e-mail. Oliver had 
mailed him some pictures of a girl having a spectacular cleavage moment, 
so he forgot about Aisha’s good cleavage moment and dinner for a while. 

Aisha lay on her bed too exhausted to seethe properly. The masturbation 
session had totally worn her out, and once the bliss finally wore off, she 
felt so stiff that she could barely move. The worst was her legs; they felt 
like she did after the first skiing trip of the year, squared. It was way worse 
than the time she’d flirted with going to a gym. 

“There’s something seriously wrong with that shampoo,” she moaned. 
Dead tired but too wired to sleep, she flipped onto her back and looked 
down her body. Her nipples were still on fire. She reached to touch one. 

Then she groaned. 

Something, other than her, was burning. Joel had thrown something 
into the oven and walked away to dick about with his computer. Again. 

She hopped off the bed and just about fell over when her legs refused to 
respond to her weight as quickly as she’d demanded. Palms against the 
wall, she leaned for a minute before trying to walk again. Getting her 
balance, she whipped her door open and hobble-ran to the kitchen. 

“Hey,” said Joel, using a butter knife in a futile attempt to scrape a 
blackened french fry into an edible item. “I, uh, burned dinner a bit.” 

“No kidding,” she said, swaying. She steadied herself with the help of 
the door. “Anything survive? I’m starved.” 

“You don’t look so good. This the shampoo thing?” 

How do you explain to a guy, especially a guy like Joel, that you 
masturbated yourself to exhaustion? “Uh, no. I went for a run earlier and 
wiped myself out. But I still want to know where the shampoo came from.” 

“Can it wait until after I eat? I forgot to eat lunch.” He pushed over a 
bacon-wrapped steak. “Here this didn’t burn too badly.” 

“No, that’s because it’s not done cooking,” she said with a yawn. “It 
needs a lot more time in the oven. Dump the fries. We’ve probably got 
time to cook more, and I’ll watch it this time, if I can stay awake.” 

Joel gladly stopped trying to scrape the charring off of the fries and 
dumped them into the garbage before vanishing back into his room. Either 
he’d be working or looking at pictures of googly-eyed anime girls, but it 
didn’t matter much so long as he was out of the way. She rubbed her eyes 
sympathetically and blinked a few times. Joel must have accidentally bought 
100 watt bulbs or something, because it was really bright in the kitchen for 
a change. 

She proceeded to eat all of the salad, a small tub of strawberry yoghurt, 
three celery stalks, and a stick of pepperoni while waiting for the steaks to 
finish. 

“So much for the diet,” she mumbled, peeling a banana. 

Joel couldn’t type very fast — except for a particular subset of commonly 
used words like for, while, static, void, main, string, and args — so after 








10 


E 





dinner, he pulled up the confirmation-of-delivery e-mail, scrolled down to 
the bottom and clicked a link. 


o 


‚ said the website. 





““B’ eBay?” asked Aisha, looking at the logo. 

Joel blinked and looked again. “You're right. I didn’t notice that extra 
B before. Wow, good thing these guys are on the level or else we might 
have been ripped off.” 

“You didn't check?” 

“T just figured it was eBay. Holy Cow! I got phished! Sort of.” 

“Fished?” 

“Phished — fished with a pee ach instead of an eff.” 

“And that means?” 

“It means I got suckered by some e-mail spam and went to the wrong 
site. Wow. No wonder there wasn’t much bidding action.” 

“So you really have no clue where that stuff came from? Omigod. If I 
die from this, ’m killing you first.” 

Then she stopped, looked at Joel and grinned. “Better idea. C’mon. 
And grab your towel. You are trying this stuff out. I wanna see if the same 
thing happens to you!” 

“Uh... what thing?” 

Aisha just smiled. 

“And you’re gonna watch? No! No way!” protested Joel a few minutes 
later as he stood naked in the shower. 

“You're going to use that shampoo, and I’m going to make sure.” 

Actually, watching Joel naked made her feel kind of horny. No fooling. 
She just didn’t notice because, since her shower earlier, she’d remained 
quite horny. Later, she’d blame what happened next on the smell of the 
shampoo. While it did play a large part, other odd things going on in Aisha’s 
body played a much larger one. 

Mixed in with the steam, the scent of the shampoo hit Aisha’s exhausted 
body like a tanker truck filled with espresso. She began to perk up. She 
smiled. She stared. She got seriously wet. She felt her nipples straining 
against her blouse, teasing and tormenting her. Basically, she felt alive 
again. Hardly even thinking, she reached out and opened the shower door. 

“Aish! You're getting water everywhere!” said Joel as she stepped into 
the shower. The water immediately flattened her shirt against her chest. It 
wasn't any sort of bra that made her breasts stand out so much more than 
normal, because the shirt clung to firm flesh with nothing else between. 

She grabbed Joel's soapy hands and pressed them into her boobs as 
thought to prove that they were both real and unassisted. Her eyes closed 
and her head dropped back as she arched to mash her tits harder into his 


palms her chest pressed forward. The hands helped the shampoo through 
her water-logged shirt and the tingling started in full force. 

It took Joel approximately eight seconds to reach full erection. It took 
another fifteen for Aisha to peel her shirt off in order to get direct contact 
with sudsy fingers. Lips locked while she tugged her belt free. 

Soaked, her jeans weren’t going anywhere past her thighs without help, 
but she didn’t care. She had the shampoo bottle and was liberally applying 
it to every inch of his and her skin that she could, especially her breasts. 
They felt amazing, throbbing in her hands. 

If she could have thought straight, she might have notice they were 
also getting heavier. 

As they gasped into one another’s mouths, Joel squeezed her breasts. 
The longer he stood there, stunned, the less those soapy hands seemed to 
surround. She mewled as his grip tightened and got tighter; the pressure 
increased without any further effort from his grasping fingers. 

Aisha was lost, Her body partied to her pounding heart’s content and 
her brain had gone on vacation. Thinking was out of the question, unless it 
was stuff like Mmmmmm! Fuck! Yesssss! or Rub them, Joel! 

Joel, on the other hand, could think partly straight, he just didn’t want 
to as Aisha’s growing boobs split his grasping fingers apart. Sex with Aisha 
was unlikely. Sex with Aisha as her breasts expanded... that was impossible. 
His rational mind told him that it was simply enthusiasm. After all, Aisha 
had the first set of boobs he ever gotten to grope, and they felt incredible! 
So full and firm, but still soft. 

Breaking the kiss, she looked at him with a hunger in her eyes that he’d 
only seen in cartoons, and even then only from the girl already fucked 
senseless by a dozen or more tentacles. Her brown eyes were almost liquid. 
The only real difference between a cartoon nympho and Aisha, was that 
Aisha had huge pupils. Normally the anime girls had no pupils when they 
got too horny to think. 

“Pants. Get my pants off an’ fuck me, Joel.” 

“Me?” he gurgled, somehow shocked at the suggestion even though he 
had a woman trying to embed a pair of firm breasts into his hands and 
ground her belly against a swollen cock. 

With a strangled cry, Aisha pushed back and fell against the wall, 
knocking the door open. Her hands slithered up her body. 

He’d never seen her like this before. Aisha looked a lot better naked 
than she ever did dressed up. Her olive skin almost glowed and she had 
absolutely no excuse to diet. Or maybe she did, because the figure she 
normally kept hidden under her clothes was better than anything he’d 
fantasized about her having. She hadn’t been a fixture in his imaginary sex 
life, but there had been more than a few Aisha fantasies since the day that 
Mercy locked them in the closet. 

Her breasts, larger than he’ d expected, rode high on her chest and jutted 
out, emphasizing the almost pink nipples he’d felt throbbing against his 
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palms a moment earlier. She cupped her own breasts and cut off his view, 
but by then Joel didn’t need to see any more. His photographic memory 
had locked it all away in his own personal soft core gallery. 

He helped one of her firmly muscled legs out of the confines of its 
sopping denim sheath and looked up as it wrapped around and hooked 
behind him, pulling him closer. Aish dropped the breast she’ d been licking 
— she can actually suck on her own nipples? No way! Her breasts aren't 
that big! 

But they were. Joel would be the first to say that he wasn’t very attentive. 
He didn’t have to be because he had near-perfect recall. When he needed 
data later, he’d just pull it out of the dark hole of his memory and look at it 
again. According to his remembrances, Aish had an OK chest. He 
remembered the way it pressed into him during their first kiss. He 
remembered the way just having her pressed into him got him hard, but 
this was intense. Too intense. 

Anyway, her breasts weren’t that big then. They weren’t even that big 
this morning, but they sure as hell were now. As she wrapped herself 
completely around him, climbing and almost mounting his cock, those 
much bigger breasts pressed into his chest. She writhed — trying to get a 
good, sustainable position on their slippery bodies — and her groin 
mercilessly ground into his cock. 

Way too intense. Joel came in a painfully anti-climactic manner, spurting 
onto her belly. 

That could have ruined things right there, but Aisha didn’t even seem to 
notice. Just like she didn’t seem to notice her jeans were still on one leg, 
albeit pushed down to just below her knee. She kept right on squirming — 
the ignored blue jeans dangling and brushing against the backs of his legs 
as she wriggled — trying to get off on external friction alone or working 
her hips like mad trying to sink his poorly positioned cock into her body. 
Maybe she did notice and didn’t care because she was getting him stiff 
again, but at the moment she didn’t look all that patient. She looked 
frustrated as hell at her inability to get fucked properly. 

Giggling and gasping, her nipples poked out at the end of a pair of 
pneumatic orbs, pressing into him in a way that was completely different 
and constantly changing. Her arms gripped tightly around his neck and her 
calves pressed and relaxed against the small of his back as her lips savaged 
his. The press of her breasts grew as they flattened against him, fighting 
the compression valiantly. Her nipples never gave up, and eventually they 
won in a way. They were one of the leading causes of Joel’s renewed sexual 
readiness. 

The pace was frantic and undue haste does indeed make waste, but 
Aisha decided it can also be a hell of a lot of fun. She was enjoying herself, 
even though she knew she could have been enjoying herself a lot more if 
she’d just slow down. 


But she didn’t want slow. She wanted fast, furious, rinse and repeat. 
Her struggles produced easily the most fun frustration she’d ever 
experienced. She was flying. Thighs pressing tight into his hips, she rose, 
meeting his lips and rubbing her breasts against him to relieve some of 
their yearning to be caressed, but all good things must come to an end. The 
way things were going, she’d never get him in her. She’d never get to 
come properly. 

This is ironic, in a way. She was so close to orgasm from rubbing her 
vaginal lips around in circles against Joel’s erection that, had she not been 
obsessed with penetration, she would have come in another few seconds 
and probably not cared about the source. 

With her left hand clinging to the back of his neck she leaned back, 
pushing herself away from the wall for a moment so that her right hand 
could get between their bodies and do something about that stupid, 
uncooperative dick. 

“I-I think...” Joel stammered, his cock pressing into her spread and 
empty hole as she lowered herself again, this time with his cock oriented 
better. 

“Don’t think,” she replied. She had the tip almost inside her, so she 
ground herself in around in a circle, trying to get 1t all the way in. His body 
jerked and thrust, but even hard as a rock, she still couldn't seem to line 
him up well enough for entry. 

“Don’t think,” she repeated and took her own advice. Suddenly... 
breakthrough! He gasped and involuntarily thrust again. She moaned. 

“Don’t think! Just keep doing that. Ohhhhh! Don’t ever stop!” 

Her ankles locked just above his ass and she worked her back down the 
plastic wall, trying to get up a steady motion without sticking to the wall 
or sliding down it too quickly. Water cascaded around them as she started 
up a pleasant bobbing, rolling motion. It wasn’t much, but it was enough. 

Later we do it on the bed. Do it all night. Do it forever. 

“Do me forever,” she moaned. 

“Can't! Can't stand much longer,” answered Joel, his legs burning. 
Sitting down all day at college, then going home and sitting down all night 
doing homework, paid work that went back into funding school, code fixes 
for an open source project he worked on, or surfing for porn had taken its 
toll on his legs and back. Sure, he wasn't fat, but he was skinny, and that's 
not the best of shape for games like vertical sex-play. Basically, it was the 
demands of his cock that kept him on his feet, but physics cannot be denied 
for long. Even by an iron-willed erection. 

“Don’t try!” she howled, misunderstanding. “Come for me! Give it to 
me! Make me come!” 

Throwing caution to the wind, she pushed off the wall and started to 
hump rapidly. This put all of the weight on Joel, and added the job of 








shock absorber. Not that Aisha cared. She was too close to the promised golden explosion 
to care about anything. 

The backs of her hands hit the back of the shower and Joel managed to stay standing 
for a few moments longer, but she became too frantic. Babbling nonsensical pleas, she 
slammed into him, ignoring the crush of her ankles against the wall and the downward 
slide as Joel’s knees buckled. 

As they hit the floor of the shower, she felt him finally go deep — all the way deep 
— and let out a howl. Her legs trapped between Joel and the wall, all she could do was 
thrash on top of him and cry out for more. She had a rare glimmer of sanity (Omigod! 
I better not get pregnant!) when he erupted inside her, but it was quickly washed away 
by the spraying cum. 

Dazed in the aftermath, they relaxed and untangled. Aisha groped around and got 
the shampoo bottle. Grabbing it, she squirted some of the whitish cream into her hands, 
rubbed it into their hair and said, “Again. Do it again.” 

With her arms up and back so she could massage the back of her head, her breasts 
jutted forwards, in easy position for Joel to lean forward and suck on. He didn’t though. 

Instead he picked up the shampoo and tested a theory. He poured a liberal helping 
into the palm of one hand, dropped the shampoo bottle and rubbed his hands together. 
Then he attempted to cup her breasts and failed, but he covered enough. 

Aisha’s hands dropped to her sides, her eyes rolled up in to their sockets, and she 
slumped backwards, resting against Joel’s bent knees, as she began to shudder. Joel’s 
hands spread the shampoo over her pronounced breasts while Aisha’s gasped for air, 
her hips instinctively rolling and massaging his cock back to life before it had a chance 
to soften enough to fall back out. 

Ah, to be young and eternally horny. 

His hands were hardly a good measuring tool, but they served their purpose as 
Aisha’s breasts slowly but steadily spread his fingers further apart. This time, he tried 
to be analytical — gauge the mass, estimate the cup size — and failed miserably. 
Despite his scientific intent, he just felt her up as her pussy massaged his cock. 

Used en-mass, the shampoo washed away quickly, and the girl in his lap regained 
some of her former animation. He had his hands ready for another application when 
she shot forward, grabbing his head and pulling it into her chest. 

“Suck them! Lick them!” she moaned, levering herself forward to bounce on his 
stiff rod. Not one to waste things, Joel’s gooey hands started at her waist, but soon 
slipped down to her ass where they slowed and attempted to guide her frantic motions 
before she hurt herself. He could feel her cheeks firming and relaxing, every time 
feeling firmer. The soap ran down her thighs, firming, toning, and sculpting. 

Soon nothing Joel could do held her back, as the frenzied and increasingly physically 
powerful girl had her way with him. 

Aisha spent the rest of the evening floating around on cloud nine completely fucked 
out of her senses. After Joel conked out for the final time, she lay beside him 
masturbating furiously until she embraced Morpheus. And even then, based on the 
content of her dreams, she probably screwed him silly as well. 





One explanation to the evening’s events can be found in verse (and 
with apologies to Dr Seuss) 

Her breasts weren't all 

That expanded they say, 

Aisha’s small libido also 

Grew three sizes that day! 





Part II: All Your Bras Are Belong To Us. 


In the morning, later than she normally got up, she awoke from a haze 
to find herself happily sucking softly on a candy. She lifted her head and... 

“Gwaaah!” She spat out Joel’s semi-hard cock, scrambled off Joel’s 
naked body, off his bed, and bounced off the wall in her haste to get far, far 
away. 

“Omigod. I slept with Joel.” She gagged because she had a pretty good 
idea what the funny taste in her mouth was. “Omigod. I slept with Joel. 
What the fuck happened last night?” 

She staggered toward the bathroom on sore legs. They were nothing 
compared to the soreness between her legs, but somehow that was an almost 
pleasant pain. 

Leaning over the toilet, she did her best to throw up, but it just wasn’t 
coming, so she grabbed Joel’s mouthwash from the stand by the sink. 
Pouring the green liquid in to the cap, she noticed her hands were shaking. 

“Of course they are. I slept with Joel. I actually slept with Joel. I...” 
she trailed off, barely stopping herself from gulping the mouthwash down 
like a shot of tequila. Rinsing the taste out of her mouth, she finally took a 
look at herself and spat the mouthwash onto the mirror. 

Coughing, she grabbed a hand towel from the ring, wiped off the mirror, 
and stared. Somehow last night didn’t seem so bad anymore. In fact she 
began to get wet between the legs thinking about doing it again. She could 
wake Joel up with a blowjob and then fuck him back unconscious, rinse 
and repeat— 

“Oh no you don’t,” Aisha groaned. She tugged open the door to the 
shower, grabbed the bottle of shampoo, and snapped the lid shut. 

“You! Stay!” she ordered the bottle and slammed the bathroom door. 

Still naked, she stood out in the hall waiting for the fan to suck out the 
last of the sweet shampoo smell so she could go back in for another look at 
the new her. To kill time, she leaned up against the wall and began to play 
with herself. 

“Uh, Aish?” her head snapped up from the nipple she’d been sucking 
on and toward Joel’s voice. She had a hard time getting her eyes to focus, 
but that didn’t matter. Joel still wasn’t much to look at. Not like she was. 
He’d had the sense to pull some PJs on, though. She, on the other hand, 
stood in the hall, buck naked, with a hand still stroking her pussy and the 
other lifting a breast to her lips to enjoy. With a jerk, both hand dropped 
what they were doing and clenched into a fists at her sides. 

Fighting back his shock, Joel spoke first. “About last night ...” 

“Don’t start!” she shouted. “It’s not happening again. Sorry Joel, I was... 
Pd... I... um.” She shook her head. “Fuck! I’m too screwed up to think 
straight. 
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“Joel, look at me. I look like a bimbo. I love the hair and the hips, but 
look at me! My breasts have doubled in size! Don’t look at me like that!” 

Not entirely sure what that look was, Joel stood stupidly for a moment. 
She’d asked — demanded — that he look, right? She was naked. She had 
been making out with herself. It was almost as hot as last night, so that is 
what he finally said. Sort of. “You were amazing, Aish.” 

“Don’t say that! I raped you, Joel, don’t pretend that you enjoyed it! 
It’s never happening again.” 

“Rape? Aish, I did enjoy it! I was helping as much as I could!” he tried 
to say. He got some of it out, but Aisha caught the fingers snaking their 
way back to her clit and screamed. 

“You!” She pointed at Joel with a slick and shiny finger. “Don’t go 
anywhere! Don’t you dare open the bathroom door until it’s done airing 
out. I’m going to get dressed.” 

With that she vanished into her room, leaving Joel to stand around 
looking confused for a while. Still one does not have to understand 
something to make use of it. In fact, Joel grinned broadly when he heard 
the grunting and the quickly muffled, “Yesssssss—” 

He was still grinning when, some hasty dressing later, Aisha let herself 
back out of her room looking much more relaxed. In one manner, that is. 
She was also seriously freaked out in a few others. Her jeans — not the 
still-soaked pair lying in the floor in the shower, but their evil twin — 
clung to her hips, but not like they had before. This time they clung because 
she had hips. They really stood out, but not as much as her breasts did, 
stuffed into a black sweatshirt that used to be a good fit 

Noting his grin, she grimaced. “OK.” 

Aisha stopped, forced herself to relax, and held her breath. “OK. Pm 
going to a walk-in to see if a doctor can figure out what your shampoo’s 
done to me.” 

She turned to leave, but stopped as Joel turned the bathroom doorknob. 

“Don’t you dare go in there,” she shrieked, spinning halfway around 
and pointing. The over-packed shirt stretched over her breasts and damped 
some, but not all of the resulting oscillation. “Stay out!” 

Then she followed his eyes to her still swaying chest and screamed. 
“Fuuuuck!” 

Spinning again — this time clutching her boobs to reduce the bounce 
— stomping, and slamming the door behind her, she left. 

Joel locked the door behind her. “What? Am I supposed to take a piss 
in the kitchen sink?” he muttered before going to get dressed for outdoors. 
Maybe grab a McMuffin and find a bathroom. 

It wasn’t exactly the morning after he’d always dreamed of, but after 
having the night of his dreams, he couldn’t quite get up the bitterness to 
complain. 

“Fill the urine sample and take a blood test. Useless!” Aisha raged. 
After waiting in a crowded walk-in clinic for an hour with every guy in the 


place staring right at her, she got a guy who obviously really enjoyed the 
examination, perverted bastard, so she hadn't really believed his diagnosis. 
He just wanted her to come back again with an excuse to get her naked. 
Explaining to him that she’s just spontaneously expanded and contracted 
in all the right places the night before thanks to a bottle of imported Japanese 
shampoo was a non-starter. 

Explaining that she’d gotten so horny that she’d raped her roommate 
was also off the table. He’d probably want to test that out, too. 

Doctor two — for the second opinion — she made sure was a lady. The 
checkup wasn’t nearly as creepy, but remained disturbing on a completely 
different level. 

“So your breasts are unusually swollen?” asked doctor “Call me 
Amanda” Andover. The unspoken “How can you tell?” hung in the air. 

“Well, they didn’t seem as big yesterday...” Aisha replied, not 
mentioning that she knew damn well they were at least half their current 
size twenty four hours earlier. Again, she left out the intimate encounter 
with Joel. 

“There are no lumps,” said the doctor, “and you seem perfectly healthy 
— in fabulous shape, in fact — so this is probably just fluid retention. 
Have you changed your eating habits recently? Frankly, I’ve never had a 
patient so... fit before. I’m tempted to say that this is all in your mind, but 
a few tests can put both our minds at ease...” 

In the end, the second physician ordered the same things as the first — 
more blood and urine — but added on a pregnancy test, just in case. 

Pregnancy? What, all girls who suddenly grow huge boobs are sluts? 
raged a frustrated Aisha. Just tell me what's wrong and let me get back to 
normal! 

Rather than storming off to get a third opinion, Aisha decided to do 
something about her clothes. They didn’t fit very well anymore. They were 
uncomfortable. They were pretty ugly, and if you’re going to have a body 
like the one she happened to be wearing, ugly attracted too much attention. 

She hadn’t expected that. She had three reasons for the clothes she’d 
picked: They fit, she had to get the hell out of the house, and they wouldn’t 
attract attention. But they did attract attention, as she found out walking 
from one clinic to the other. She looked like a fashion model out slumming, 
and guys were following her around to find out why. 

A bit of quick shopping later, her new jeans sat snugly on the curvature 
of her hips and hung low enough to show off her “Omigod, I have abs.” 
abs. The jeans were also tight enough to show off a firm, but rounded ass 
and slightly softened the corded-steel musculature of thigh. 

This is ridiculous. Anything that actually fits this body is made to show 
it off. That or it’s a business suit. Mom would so freak out if she saw me 
dressed like this. Mom would so freak out anyway. Jeans it is, though; 
everything else makes me look like a hooker or something. 
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Her top she made sure was understated, but nothing she found capable of containing 
her breasts was particularly understated. She could wear a plastic bag and they” d still 
jut out enough to have people staring, so for a bra she wound up going somewhere 
unusual, a sporting goods store. 

But she left as fast as she could because it was embarrassing. And hot. Sort of. 

One other customer thought she worked there, three tried to pick her up, and the 
lady at the counter — fit and tanned and with warm blue eyes looking out from under 
a raven mane — stared and asked where she worked out. 

“Uh. I don’t?” Aisha replied, trying not to meet the saleslady’s interested gaze 
because, god help her, she was turned on again. 

“Uh hunh. Pull the other one.” 

Aisha didn’t know the names of any gyms, let alone visit one, so what could she 
do? Look like an asshole, that’s what. Then a better option came to mind. 

“Sorry,” she said. “I don’t live around here.” 

“Uh hunh,” said the saleslady — Helen according to the nametag. She wasn't 
bothering to maintain eye contact any more because something else had caught her 
eyes. “Well, if you're going to be around town for a while and need a guide...” 

Aisha didn’t have to trace the eyes to know she was beaming again. It was the guy 
who’d been hitting on her earlier’s fault — she was certain of it — and Helen was 
obviously reading something else into it. “Yeah. Uh, how much is this all together?” 

“Sixty nine dollars,” said the smirking clerk, pausing long enough for the innuendo 
to drip all over the floor. “And seventy five cents.” 

“Oh my God. Get a load of that!” John blurted, pointing at the total babe that had 
just walked into the lecture hall. 

“What?” Cary looked. “Wha! Fuck me!” 

“Yeah, that’s what I was thinking,” John said, quieter this time. “I’d sell my soul for 
a piece of that!” 

“Just a piece?” Cary asked incredulously. He stared as the girl walked across the 
front of the hall in a JLH-style slow-motion march. “All or nothing, man. Look at 
her!” 

“T m not sure I could handle the whole thing, but man! What a way to go! Who is 
she?” 

“Aisha,” said Aisha. 

John’s head turned back to the aisle so fast that it almost did a 360. The only reason 
it didn’t was his eyes locked on to the triangle between neck and top blouse button and 
resisted all attempts at changing their focus. The lecture hall was a well-lit amphitheatre, 
so he gota very good look at a pair of olive colored, braless half-globes hanging just in 
front of him as the girl leaned over to be almost level with his head. 

The lyrical, “Um... hello?” snapped his attention upwards. 

Staring at her face had pretty much the same effect as staring at her boobs: nearly 
painful swelling in his pants and uncontrolled beating of the heart. Whoever this Aisha 
was, she was hot. So hot that John didn’t care that he couldn’t even peg where she was 
from. Not Caucasian, not Asian, not African, not Native American — or whatever the 
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school’s PC police called Indians this week — she was a mish-mash of the 
best of the best from everybody. And frankly, he didn’t care what the rest 
of her bodies’ cultural origins were; the breasts obviously came from 
Heaven. 

“Do you guys mind?” Aisha asked of the guy blatantly staring down 
her blouse. She probably should have straightened up, but the look of 
worship on his face was making her... well, she was already horny, so 
hornier would have to do. Walking along the front of the hall had been a 
real kick. The collective gasp from the males the second she’d walked 
through the door had been awesome. Next time I walk in slowly and drink 
it all in. I’ve been sitting beside John and Cary all semester, and they’ve 
never noticed me outside of laughing at my pink binder. But they sure do 
now! 

“Uh... mind what?” asked a dazed-looking John as he tried to get his 
eyes up past Aisha’s breasts and to her face. To her delight and dismay, he 
failed utterly. 

“I'd like to sit in that empty seat.” 

“Sure! Sorry!” John shot up, standing to get out of her way. Cary stayed 
sitting and staring until John kicked his shin. Then, instead of moving out 
of the way, Cary just curled up into a sitting version of the fetal position. 
He looked stupid like that, but while he and John had been staring, Aisha’d 
been snatching a few glances herself and Cary had gone hard down the leg 
of his pants. If he could stand, he’d look even more stupid hunched over. 

As far as Aisha was concerned, that was his tough luck. John though, he 
looked just plain stupid. Lust at first sight had mushed his brain completely. 
He just looked so adorable — so fuckable — that she had to give him 
another tease as she squeezed by. Oh no. I’m not doing anything in here. I 
cant do anything in here. Maybe something later, though. They're kind of 
cute and I bet I could get John to do anything. Maybe even eat me out! Just 
a little tease. A little one ... 

Cary watched as his buddy made a jerk of himself. The babe rubbed her 
tits against an enraptured John when she squeezed past, and John dropped 
into his chair after looking like he’d orgasmed in the aftermath of contact. 
Once again, it was up to Cary to save the day and keep his buddy from 
scaring the chick away. 

Or maybe not. With a huge smile on her face, the Aisha-girl sat down 
and squirmed a little, her nips punching out of her top. Cary watched the 
babe smooth her skirt on her lap and then place her hands over her groin 
like some sort of shield. She sat there with a glassy expression on her face, 
her rack moving up and down as she breathed heavily. This chick wanted 
it, needed it, real bad. Real, real bad. 

This*ll be easy, Cary thought as he leaned towards John and whispered, 
“Nice replacement for the fat chick, huh?” 

“Excuse me?” Aisha barked. “Fat chick?” 


“Not you,” Cary explained, his head snapping around. “The girl who 
sat there last week. She was chubby.” 

“And you are an asshole!” she shot back. 

“I wasn't taking about you! What the fuck’s your problem? 

Aisha stepped around Cary and pushed her way past John back to the 
aisle. “I think I'll go sit somewhere else. Sorry John, but your friend’s too 
much of an asshole.” 

“Sorry, John?” Cary mumbled. “How’d you know ...” 

Aisha walked up a few more rows, asked some other guy to move over, 
gave him a huge smile and sank into the vacated seat. 

Cary and John looked back at the lucky bastard. He was starting up a 
conversation with the babe. He was actually talking to her! But the real 
slap in the face came when Aisha pulled the horribly bright pink binder 
out of her bag. 

“That was the “Fat Chick”, you stupid shit!” John yelled, attracting 
stares from all around them. “She's just... Just... She’s dressed up or 
something.” 

As Cary curled into the fetal position again, Aisha smiled and waved. 

Sitting on the examination table, Aisha overshot frustrated. It wasn't 
entirely angry-frustrated. She was pretty seriously horny-frustrated, just 
like she’d been all yesterday. And the day before. And the day before that. 
Even the morning after she’d done Joel, once the shock had worn off, 
when she’d wanted to do it again, even though they’d been at it half the 
night. 

Well now it was worse. Much, much worse, and ignoring it did not 
make it go away. 

This morning at breakfast, before the doctor’s office called, she’d found 
herself snuggling up close to Joel. Despite her vows of never ever doing 
Joel again, the clock was ticking away and rapidly approaching never ever. 
Tonight she just had to find a guy or Joel would get lucky, and she knew it. 
Aisha’d have to do something desperate soon; masturbation just wasn’t 
helping enough anymore. It wasn’t helping at all; at the rate she was going, 
masturbation would be a full-time occupation sometime very soon. 
Something was seriously wrong with her. 

“There is absolutely nothing wrong with you,” said the medical lab’s 
report, once the doctor translated it into English. 

“Oh, come on!” she blurted. “Look at me! My breasts are huge and I 
have the waist of a Barbie doll, so how can anyone say there’s nothing 
wrong with me?” 

“Most people,” said the doctor dryly, “wouldn't have an issue with 
being thin or, er, well endowed.” 

“But last week I wasn’t! Really! Pd show you a picture, but I wasn’t 
the picture sort of person last week. The shampoo—” And at that point 
Aisha shut up because the doctor was looking concerned. Too concerned. 
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She scribbled something down in her notebook, pulled the page out, 
and handed it to Aisha. “T d like you to make an appointment to talk with 
my husband, Mike. He’s very good at what he does and I’m sure he can 
help you through this better than I can.” 

“In other words,” mumbled Aisha, looking at the phone number and 
address on the slip of paper, “he’s a shrink and you think I’m nuts. Alright. 
Pll call him, but just to prove I’m not imagining things!” 

And I’m half tempted to give you some of the shampoo so you can see 
what I’m really going through. 

If Aisha could have seen that last note the doctor jotted into her book — 
Delusional. Check up on her and make sure she has gone to see Mike — 
there would have been no question. She would have made up her mind 
instantly. 

Stomping through the mall, Aisha knew she looked like a bimbo. Her 
breasts bounced around, her nipples stuck out, and her head swung back 
and forth sizing up guys. And she couldn’t stop doing it. Well, she could 
stop, but she’d just find herself doing it again a minute later. 

Atleast I’m not giggling, she thought, trying to find some ray of sunshine. 
Oooh. He’s already bulging. Big, too! 

Sex. All day she’d been thinking of nothing but sex. The more she 
thought about sex, the harder it was to push the thoughts away and the 
faster they came back. A glance at a hot guy (I wonder what he’d be like ?), 
a glance from an OK looking guy (1 bet I could take him right here and 
now!), or the cute counter girl at the Salad Garden (Cute? Omigod, I can't 
believe I just thought that!) was enough to set her off again. 

But she could force herself to think about other things. Like what was 
going on with her body, for instance. 

She felt like she could crack a walnut between her thighs. She’d probably 
come close to cracking Joel’s nuts that first night, but thoughts like that 
just brought her nipples to attention again and made her wish for a quiet, 
private place. Or a guy. A guy would be much better. 

So much for will power. In her state, thinking about something other 
than sex was a complete bust, just like the sports bra she’d bought. Even 
the impressively huge D-cup was too tight. Plus it made her nipples go 
completely out of control. As a result she didn’t wear it and had to walk 
slowly or look like a total bimbo 

She finally decided to leave the mall when she caught herself getting 
wet over a perky-nippled mannequin in garters and lace. She bought the 
garters and lace first, though. Just so she could see what she looked like in 
them, of course. And this time she had the foresight to do some measuring. 

How on earth was she going to explain this to mom? How could she 
explain it to anyone? She’d show up for one of the smaller classes all 
boom-boom, bouncy-bouncy and no one would recognize her. 

For once in my life, she thought to herself as she bagged a small collection 
of highly supportive underwear, I’m glad I don’t have that many friends. 


And leave it to Victoria's Secret to be the only place to stock bras in my 
size. The next guy I rape is going to be blissfully happy even before I get 
star... m not going there. 

When Gina, the lady at the Victoria’s Secret shop, had been helping her 
out, Aisha’s body went nuts. Another girl just barely touching her breasts 
with a measly piece of measuring tape sent shivers down her spine. A 
woman. She’d gotten totally wet, almost came, from a few casual touches 
from a woman. A hot, classy looking woman, but still a woman. Ick. 

But Gina knew how to take breast measurements right and pointed Aisha 
at a lovely collection that looked like it had been tailored just for Aisha’s 
new body. As she walked down the street with a racy-and-lacy black bra 
slightly visible through a brand new white top, she wasn’t bouncing nearly 
as much as earlier. And it felt really comfy, but her nipples were still begging 
for a pair of lips. 

Eyes crawled over her as she walked along the street back to the 
apartment, some sliding off, but most lingered for a while appreciating the 
work of the shampoo. She looked hotter than hell and felt it too, even 
though she was still sweaty from the gym. She looked fit; she felt fit; and 
according to the doctor, she was fit; so why risk wasting it by being lazy? 

But now she was cursing herself for signing up with a ladies only gym 
— and not bringing a towel and soap for the shower. Maybe some shampoo. 

Aisha shook her head. More shampoo would be a very bad idea. Thinking 
about it though... Mmmmm! Maybe the showers, some other girl and... 
Fuck! 

She really, really needed a guy. That shouldn’t have been much of a 
problem because her (still nonexistent) online bio would have said 


Height: ION 

Weight: 122 lbs 

Hair: brown 

Eyes: brown 

Bust: 34DD 

Hips: 24 

Waist: 34 

Favorite Sex Position: Too horny to care. 


Aisha is a wild and crazy trans-ethnic slut who”1l fuck anything that 
moves at the drop of a hat. A virtual innocent all the way through high 
school, she exploded to her current proportions after an encounter with a 
weird shampoo ordered online from Japan through beBay. [click here for 
more] 

And this time, the bio wouldn't be complete bullshit. The stats were 
pretty close to reality, as any number of guys on the street could attest. 
Trying to ignore the stares and trying not to stare herself, Aisha walked to 
the bus station at a rapid pace. 

“Holy!” said one guy, sort-of cute, his eyes following as Aisha walked 
past. Since she*d approached from behind, he*d only gotten a quick glance 
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at her breasts as she shot past. He saw enough to be certain that her front 
was at least as awesome as her back, but getting a good look at that front 
wouldn’t hurt. Just to make sure, you know. 

“Eh. She’s OK,” said one of the guys with him, also sort-of cute, “but 
no way those tits are real.” 

“Excuse me?” Aisha stopped dead and spun around, almost daring them 
to walk into her. She really liked her new bra because this time her boobs 
didn’t try to swing her all the way around. 

Guy A used the opportunity to take in the whole package and looked 
impressed. Aisha almost smiled as he simply uttered, “Uh.” 

B looked ready to apologize, bringing that smile closer to reality. Maybe 
finding a guy for tonight wouldn't be all that hard. A was cute. She could 
probably do him without much trouble. 

But she didn’t smile — or sample A — because guy C was a loudmouth. 

“You got a problem, bimbo?” he asked her breasts. 

She stood there stunned. 

C grinned. Whatever he said next — or if he even finished saying it — 
Aisha was never able to remember. 

Crack! The palm of her hand lashed out and caught C in the side of the 
head, delivering what seemed to Aisha to be a rather righteous slap. C 
didn’t look too concerned about the righteousness as his whole body turned 
along with his head. He wasn’t even conscious when he crashed face first 
into a streetlamp, bounced off like a rubber ball, and dropped to the ground. 

A and B stood there dazed, A still lost in Aisha’s body and B staring at 
the downed C. Aisha looked at her hand, Anger draining away as her fingers 
and palm turned redder than the side of C’s face and burned with the 
aftereffects of the impact. 

She said, “Eeep.” 

Then she ran away. 

The sopping bathrobe clung to her as she opened the door — carefully 
because her right hand still hurt from belting that guy earlier in the afternoon. 
In her other hand she clutched a bottle of brand new shampoo so that she 
wouldn’t accidentally use the wrong one. Double Ds on a fitness model’s 
body were just fine, thank you very much, and there was no sense tempting 
fate. This was very fine thinking for a girl nearly out of mind with lust and 
about three seconds away from a screaming orgasm. 

Well three seconds plus however long it took her to get rid of the bitch 
at the door. Why she bothered getting out of the shower at all and not 
finishing what her fingers started was beyond her. It was probably fate. 

“Joel not home?” asked a familiar voice. 

Her mind still in jagged pieces, it took Aisha a moment to focus her 
eyes on her visitor. 

But that was just fine because it took Mercy even longer to recover. 
“Aish! Omigawd! Look at you! What’s Joel been feeding you?” 


“Nothing. I’ve, uh, just been hitting the gym and had my hair done.” 

“And got implants,” she accused, pointing at the gentle outward curve 
starting below Aisha’s collar bone, peaking in erect nipple, and then making 
a beeline for where the robe was tied off at her waist. 

“What?” she spat, shaking off the fuzziness. “No! What are you doing 
here, anyway?” 

“Aish, nobody matures that fast. Last time I saw you was what? A 
month ago? Come on. Spill the beans. Who are you seeing, and how much 
did they pay for you to get those? I know you couldn’t afford them. Where’d 
you get them done, they look... nice.” 

“T m not seeing anyone,” Aisha protested. The water dripping from her 
hair made the robe cling tighter and gave viewers from any angle a much 
better view of her softball-impersonating breasts. 

“Well we can fix that up. I know a couple of rich guys you could play 
off each other. You could have a little fun for a while and maybe help pay 
for those puppies. They look really good on you. Not too fake.” 

“They aren't implants, Mercy. Jeeze! What do you want?” 

“Oh. Nothing much. Just wanted to talk to Joel about some school stuff. 
You know, I set you up with Joel as a joke. You weren’t supposed to move 
in with him, you know.” 

She brushed a lock of red hair out of her eyes and looked seriously 
shocked for a moment. “Oh Lord. Joel and his tit-fixation. You didn’t get 
those for him did you? You haven’t been sleeping with Joel, have you?” 

Ignoring that, Aisha voiced a long-time suspicion. “Joel’s been doing 
your homework, hasn't he?” 

“He’s just giving me hints and helps with a little of the grunt work.” 

“T knew it! I knew he wasn’t doing his own homework yesterday. Well, 
sorry, but he didn’t get it done.” 

“What? He promised! It’s due at, like, ten PM! What was he doing all 
night then?” 

Aisha would have gone red if she’d been asked that question last week. 
Mind you, she wouldn’t have been able to distract Joel all night before this 
week. She would have spent the evening in her room or watching a bit of 
television if Lost or 24 was on. The new Aisha had to admit that teasing 
Joel was a lot more fun than watching TV and didn’t feel particularly bad 
about it. What she felt bad about (and guilty about feeling bad about) was 
not screwing all of the come out of his body. What the hell was she thinking 
yesterday? Passing up a perfect opportunity to get laid, that’s insane! 

So instead of stammering out an outright lie or justification, she simply 
said, “You’d better come in. He’ll be back soon, and then you can ask him. 
Want a can of pop? It’s diet. ’m watching my figure.” 

“Uh, sure.” Mercy looked more than a little weirded out as she walked 
into the room. 

“So ...,” asked Aisha, “are you doing Joel in return for his help?” 
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“Excuse me?” Mercy snapped back. Aisha hadn’t meant what she’d 
said to come out quite like that, but Mercy certainly didn’t think so. “I'd 
never Sleep with Joel!” 

Suuuure you wouldnt, bitch, smashed through Aisha’s mind as the verbal 
sparring drifted into the kitchen. “And what’s wrong with Joel? 

Mercy recovered her pushy face and put up her smirk. “Too many things 
to list. Too stupid, too skinny, doesn’t pay any attention, ...” 

“Too stupid?” Aish gasped. 

“So he’s not book stupid,” Mercy lectured. “There are plenty of different 
ways to be stupid. Put him near most girls and they run away screaming. 
He doesn’t even have many guy friends. Face it; by living with him, you 
are a freak.” 

“T like him, most of the time.” 

“You ignore him, most of the time. Just like the rest of the people who 
can stand being around him for more than five minutes.” 

“I do not!” 

“So what's he like then? You know, in bed?” Mercy asked with a huge 
grin and gestured to Aisha’s wet-bathrobe-covered chest. “You must have 
been itching to show those off.” 

Aisha almost smiled back and answered with, “Not too bad. He went 
most of the night,” but instead she snarled, “I thought you would never 
sleep with him?” 

“A girl gets curious, but curiosity”s not killing this sex kitten.” 

“Sure. And what makes you think /’m sleeping with him?” 

“Hello!” Mercy jibed mercilessly. “A girl only gets herself tits like that 
if she’s got one thing on her mind — or it's a career move, and I can’t see 
you stripping. I never figured you for the Joel-type, though, either.” 

“They aren’t fake!” Aish yelled, pulling the bathrobe open to prove her 
point. 

“Sorry, girl,” said Mercy as her smirk turned up the wattage, “but they 
don’t do a thing for me. I don’t swing that way. You really like ’em big, 
though, don't you, Aish? You should have started with something a little 
smaller — like maybe my size — you know, for practice.” 

As Mercy lifted her t-shirt to flash back with her noble and firm C- 
cups, Aisha’s fingers curled. Slowly she forced herself to relax. I’m not 
going to slap her. I’m not going to slap her. I'm not going to rip her head 
off 

And thatis when Aisha gota really nasty idea. It started as arevenge — 
a shaken pop can exploding in Mercy’s face — but Aisha, her clit still 
throbbing and screaming for completion even minutes after being 
interrupted, found her thoughts going from mean-and-nasty to dirty-and- 
nasty. Mercy did have a nice rack, but it could be nicer. A lot nicer. Those 
nipples had to taste good; after all, the guys just loved them. 


Aisha fought down the smile so she wouldn't telegraph what was coming 
next. She opened the fridge, grabbed Joel’s unfinished pop can from last 
night's dinner, and tossed it to Mercy. Aisha aimed high. She also put a 
little topspin on it. 

“Aisha, you idiot! The can's ...” Mercy caught the can — after bobbling 
it a few times — but got Diet Pepsi all through her hair. “Open.” 

Covering her mouth to show how shocked and ashamed she was also 
worked well to conceal the smile. 

“Pm so sorry, Mercy. Ick. It’s all through your hair.” She bounced to 
her friend’s assistance with a tea towel and began to dab. 

Mercy grabbed at the towel, so Aisha surrendered it and stepped back 
just like submissive old Aisha. “Omigod! I didn’t mean to...” 

“Bathroom!” barked Mercy. “Which way?” 

“Behind you and to the left. I can help you wash that out if you want. 
You probably have time to have a quick shower before Joel gets home, and 
I think I can find something for you to wear...” 

Already half naked, Mercy tuned out the babbling idiot on the other 
side of the slammed door. Shirt’s OK. Nothing important anyway. Stepping 
out of her slacks, she folded them and draped them over the towel rack. 
Her bra dropped on top of the pants and her panties followed that. Then 
the she stepped into the shower and turned the water on. 

Water 's still warm from her shower. Good, she thought, looking around 
for soap and shampoo. That bitch. She did that on purpose and then acts 
all apologetic! Fucking passive aggressive. What the hell happened to 
her? She's like a different person! She even looks like a different person. 

“Impressive Endowments Full-bodied Shampoo,” she said, looking 
balefully at the no-name brand bottle. “Leave it to Aish to use shitty 
shampoo.” She popped the cap, squeezed some of the bottle’s contents 
into her hand, and raised it towards her hair... 

Then the door opened, and Aisha waltzed in with a set of fresh towels. 

“What the fuck, Aish!” yelled Mercy, covering her breasts with a hand 
and forearm, her other hand shooting down to cover her groin. Completely 
undiluted, the shampoo hit her sex like an atom bomb, flattening her 
inhibitions under a thousand tons of raw lust. 

Aisha smiled at the spreading smell of the shampoo and Mercy’s 
reaction. She’d thought it’d take a bit of convincing, but Mercy’d always 
been a bit impulsive. 

Oh. Maybe not that impulsive; she just coated her pussy with magic 
shampoo. Bet that feels wild! I'll have to try that later. Just have to remember 
to keep it off my breasts. 

“Are you OK, Mercy?” she asked, grinning like the Cheshire cat and 
doffing her bathrobe. 
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Mercy let out a little squeak and her hand clenched. Then a shampoo- 
covered finger slipped up inside her slit. Another finger joined it as Aisha 
pulled open the shower door and slipped inside. 

What was she doing? Well, that’s obvious. The real question is “What 
was she thinking?” 

I don't need to be naked for this, the thought, but then she thought a bit 
more as she sweet smell of the shampoo dug its way into her brain. Doing 
Mercy couldn't be any worse than doing Joel. Might even be more fun than 
Joel. The guys all think Mercy knows what she’s doing with her tongue. 
And she got such cute little breast... but not for long! 

She pulled Mercy’s hand away from its work and replaced it with her 
own. Mercy’s eyes widened — it looked like she was inhibited enough to 
still show some shock. Then her eyes went dull again and she pressed into 
Aisha. 

Raising Mercy’s hand to her mouth, Aisha began licking and sucking 
the fingers clean. The shampoo just tasted so good! Mercy would pay her 
back, pleasure for pleasure, later. Of that, Aisha was certain. 

And she was right, too, but that came, as she thought, later. 

Pressed up against the back of the shower, Mercy wriggled as Aisha 
rubbed her hands together, spreading a new supply of shampoo over them 
and building up a supply of the 

“You know, I used to be sort-of jealous of your breasts,” Aisha said as 
her sudsy hands made slow orbits around her friend’s swelling orbs, 
periodically pausing to squeeze or suck. “They were so big, but not too 
big, and firm. You hardly needed a bra at all. But there is big and there is 
big, and right now, I’ve got better tits than you do. I’m a better sex kitten 
than you, and we can’t have that now, can we?” 

“Aish?” moaned Mercy, quivering under the assault. 

With a concentrated attack of pure, frequently renewed shampoo, Mercy 
had a rack that was quickly bigger than Aisha’s and fuller, too. They started 
expanding quickly, almost leaping out of her chest, but after a while, an 
extra inch just wasn’t that noticeable. Huge, massive breasts thrust outwards 
with no sign of sag, as though filled with yummy goodness to their absolute 
limit. She looked so nice, all horny and full, that Aisha kept up the stroking, 
adding more lubricating shampoo as needed. 

“Now you really look hot,” Aisha said between sucking on and licking 
a huge and engorged nipple. Her hands were on either side of one of Mercy’s 
head-sized boobs, holding it still as the other girl quaked. Mercy was 
masturbating again. She looked so sexy with her huge boobs as she felt 
herself up, so Aisha stood back and watched for a moment. Mercy’s stomach 
was flat and tight, not muscled like Aisha’s, as though all of the skin was 
being pulled up to surround her mammoth jugs. 

Aisha just watched the undulating mass of female flesh and wondered 
if she’d gone a bit too far. The answer she eventually came up with was, 
“No.” Then she dropped to her knees and replaced Mercy’s furiously fast 
fingers with a teasing and titillating tongue. 


As it turned out, her fun and games with Mercy were a bit of a bad idea. 
This was made apparent by the look on Joel’s face when he got home. 

“Aish!” he shouted, more a gasp than a cry. 

They’d made it all the way out of the bathroom to get more room, but 
had never reached her bed. Joel had opened the door to the two eating each 
other out in the hall between the door, Aisha’s bedroom, and the bathroom. 

Mercy’s head perked up from between Aisha’s legs, and she mewled 
happily as though thinking, “Yes! Finally a guy!” It was kind of hard to 
tell what she really thought, or if she even thought at all. 

Having her lick all that shampoo off my body might have been a bad 
idea, Aisha thought, grinning in spite of herself. She's real messed up. 

“Mercy? Aisha, you didn’t!” Hearing her name, Mercy bounced up — 
really bounced — and dashed over to curl up around his feet. Her fingers 
played up and down his legs as she purred. Obviously, Mercy took being a 
sex kitten a whole lot further now than she had before. 

“Mercy!” Aish yelled. “Get back here; you’re not done yet!” 

Mindless sex pet or not, Mercy still had her old skill with zippers. Her 
face buried itself in Joel’s crotch in anticipation of an erection that needed 
milking. 

“Mercy! Stop it!” 

“No!” said Mercy, the first real language she’d used in the past hour 
and a bit, and jammed a hand into his pants. Joel grabbed it as she wormed 
her fingers around and inside his underwear and grabbed hold of his cock. 

“Oh let her have some fun,” cooed Aisha, frantically finishing what 
Mercy had started between Aisha’s legs. “How stupid do you think I am? 
I know you want it; she’s been using her body to get you to do her 
homework! Please tell me you at least got a quick feel for your trouble. If 
not, grab one now; she won’t mind a bit. She loves it!” 

“What? Are you nuts? Mercy’s my cousin! The deal was I'd help her 
with her homework, and she’d introduce me to a girl who wouldn’t laugh 
in my face. Holy crap! What happened to her eyes?” 

“Whatdaya mean a girl who wouldn’t laugh at you? You two set me 
up? You assholeeeeeEEE!” She jolted as a now familiar pleasure burst 
through her. 

When she was able to look around again and see something other than 
stars, Joel was wrestling with Mercy — his cousin, apparently — trying to 
keep his clothes on and her mouth off. 

“You set me up,” Aisha sighed. “You’re going to have to do a lot of 
fucking before I'll even think of forgiving you. Give it up, Joel. She wants 
it, and she’s just a cousin.” 

“Just a cousin? How am I supposed to explain this to my mom? Or her 
mom?” 

“How was I supposed to know? I always thought you were doing her 
homework and hoping that one day she’d return the favor. Do her or get 
over here. I’m so horny!” 

“She has cat eyes, Aish.” 
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“What?” asked Aisha, almost shocked out of her languor. “You actually 
looked at her eyes? Who cares about those? Look at her fits!” 

“You turned her into a huge breasted catgirl, Aish. Mercy! Let go of 
that!” 

She looked down her body, between her breasts and knees at Joel trying 
to get his newly nymphomaniacal cousin to let go of his dick. She had a 
pretty solid grip, though, and was applying cute, cat-like licks to it. 

“Bullshit. Where’s the tail? She always bragged about being a sex kitten, 
and now she is one. If you aren't going to do her, get over here. Joel? Pm 
not asking again. 

“Mercy, let him go. He doesn't want you...” 

Ittook the two of them to pry Mercy loose and eventually they managed 
to distract her with a ball of yarn long enough for Aisha to get dressed. 

“Shit,” she said, muffled slightly by the door. 

“What now?” Joel asked, trying to keep an eye on Mercy. At the moment 
she was rolling around on the living room floor, batting her yarn ball around, 
but she wasn't above staging sneak attacks when he wasn't looking. 

Aisha popped her head out her bedroom door. Her breasts came with 
her. “My new bras won't fit!” 

“DUH! Have you looked at yourself today?” 

“These are brand new!” Aisha walked into the hall carrying her sweatshirt 
and shaking a pair of bras Joel would have killed to have seen her in. “I 
bought them two or three hours ago, and they fit then.” 

“That's before you and my cousin started playing with the shampoo 
again. I hope you're happy.” 

“This is all your fault, Joel.” 

“My fault? You turned my cousin into a slut!” 

“T didn’t do that, the shampoo did!” 

“You used the shampoo on her. You pulled the trigger.” 

“You bought the stuff, so it’s your fault! That stupid shampoo’s playing 
with my mind and my body, so I’m not responsible for my actions. You 
turned me into a slut! I didn’t mean to make out with Mercy. Well, I sort- 
of-maybe did, but I just wanted to... She made me so mad, playing with 
your affections and being such a... catty person. She kept poking fun at 
my breasts, and I wanted to see how she’d deal with it. You sure you don’t 
want to fool around a little? I'm too horny to go out.” 

Joel’s eyes bugged out as Aisha shamelessly showed herself off, arms 
above her head as she pulled the sweatshirt from the morning back on. 
This time it had no extra give and wrapped around the upper half of her tits 
almost as tight as skin, then dropped down and dangled several inches in 
front of her sweetly curved belly. 

She turned sideways to give him a better look at how far forward they 
projected. “This doesn’t make me look fat, does it?” 

Joel drooled in response as Aisha continued. “Figured maybe, you know, 
you'd want to finally get a piece of her. 


“Whoops! Look out!” 

Eyes firmly locked on Aisha, Joel felt Mercy’s titanic tits press into his 
back as her arms wrapped around his waist and one hand ducked into his 
pants. 

“Mmmmmerrrrrcy play with rrrreal balls?” 

“Hey, she’s talking again!” Aisha said excitedly. “How’re you feeling, 
Mercy?” 

“Mmmmerrrey feel funny. What happen? Want boy so bad.” 

“Mercy, it’s me, Joel! Your cousin.” 

“Don’t carrrre,” Mercy purred. “Only cousins.” 

Not wanting to look like a freak, Aisha hung about the Victoria’s Secret 
shop trying to stay out of people’s way while she made up her mind. Gina, 
the attendant had been very helpful the day before, but that was before her 
breasts ballooned again. Buying bras two days in a row with radical size 
differences ... that was just weird. 

But finally her lingering caught Gina’s attention. 

“Weren’t you in here yesterday?” asked the shopkeeper. 

“Uh, yeah,” said Aisha meekly. “Could I borrow that tape measure 
again?” 

“Bad fit? You can bring the stuff back, but I know we measured you 
right.” She took the tape down from where it hung by the fitting room. 
“Here, let me do it this time.” 

They slipped into the back and Aisha doffed the black sweatshirt. Gina 
measured, stared at the tape, Aisha’s breasts, back at the tape, and then 
measured again. 

“Honey,” the lingerie merchant said after they were measured yet again. 
“I don’t know what supplements you’ re on, but I think you ought to flush 
them. They’re working a bit too well.” 

“Oh this is nothing. You should see Mercy. I don’t think anybody makes 
bras that big, but she doesn’t need one.” 

“Mmmmerrrcy?” Gina asked, sounding like cat purring and, not 
incidentally, a lot like Mercy. “She the one dressed up like a cat?” 

“Oh. This is where she went this morning?” 

“I don’t want to sound judgmental, but you two should really get some 
help, her especially. You should barely fit a 36F, by the way. Probably 
should look into Gs though. Let’s see what we have...” 
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Part III: Brains And Bra: An Excellent Combination. 


A week later, Joel was getting used to having two roommates, but not the sudden 
space crunch in the apartment or the dual hard-core wet dreams prancing around all 
day. Fortunately, the frequent hard-ons that resulted weren’t much of a problem. Aisha 
generally volunteered to take care of those as soon as she noticed one. Mind you, so 
did Mercy; not that he’d taken her up on the offer. Nor did he plan to. 

Mercy could hardly go back to her sorority house, not the way she looked and 
acted. The couple of the girls that saw Mercy when she moved out recognized her, but 
were glad to see The New Mercy gone and forgotten. That could have had something 
to do with the way she’d been dressed. Slightly slutty Mercy had been OK because 
she’d dressed well, but Hello Kitty Mercy was just too much. Especially when she 
started to aggressively hit on her former roommate. 

The New Mercy wore a clip in her hair — the red now redder and she’d carefully 
tiger-streaked it with black dye — that looked like a pair of ears. Sometimes she wore 
a strip of fabric around her waist like a belt, but knotted behind her to look like a tail. 
She really enjoyed her new role as an almost literal sex kitten. 

So far she’d stuck to the house rules (Joel’s room is off limits being the most 
important, at least as far as he was concerned), but when he left his room, the teasing 
was merciless. Joel knew that it was a matter of time before one of them broke down 
and he either gave in or Mercy crawled into his bed and woke him up extra-special- 
like the way she’d been threatening to. 

Or maybe she wouldn’t; she hadn’t been having any problems finding temporary 
companionship. Fortunately, she seemed to have cat-like luck as well and nothing bad 
had happened to her... yet. Or maybe she was picking her bed partners with more 
intellect than she admitted to having. It was always a possibility, though, and “What 
the cat dragged in” was Aisha’s common way to refer to whatever bewildered guy 
Mercy had persuaded to entertain her that day. Often it was anybody’s guess who was 
the better entertained, but Joel had yet to see the same guy twice. 

Still, to prevent further screw ups, the shampoo bottle was hidden under his bed 
and the rest of the box in a bus terminal locker. 

Aisha was having a lot of fun at both of their expenses, though. She never had to 
look far to find a willing partner for a quick bit of fun. 

“Stop worrying about Mercy, Joel,” she said, relaxing on top of his spent body. 
While neither as large nor as firm as Mercy’s stupendous rack, Aisha’s breasts pushed 
pleasantly into his chest. Getting too close to Mercy’s boobs, Joel had decided, was a 
recipe for disaster. 

“She’s done fine so far, and you should really get off your high horse. She can work 
wonders with that tongue of hers, and that’s hardly incest, right?” 

“Wrong. I’m not going there, Aish.” 

“Your loss. You’d shudder in amazement, and a few other things, if you just let her 
go to it. You both want to; I can tell.” 

“Not going to happen, Aish.” 
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“That's what I said about having sex with you, and look what I would 
have missed! You being so stupid is sad, but you know what's really sad?” 

“Uh. No?” 

“Ever since I grew these zeppelins, my grades have been going up.” 

“You serious? Why?” 

“How can you be so smart and so totally oblivious at the same time?” 
She sat up, her groin sliding over his semi-flaccid cock, and gestured to 
her huge set, fit abs, slender waist, and broad hips. She also squeezed with 
her strong thighs. “It’s not just the male teachers, though. Either all my 
profs are lesbians, or they are throwing mercy marks at me because they 
feel sorry for the stupid bimbo. Well, news flash: I’m not stupid.” 

“TIl say,” mumbled Joel. “But it’s only been two weeks. That's hardly 
enough time to get a good sample. 

“You sure as hell better agree, or 11 kick your ass. And don’t you think 
I can’t; the boobs aren't the only things that have filled out. P ve already 
had to put down a dozen guys at school and a couple just on the street.” 

“T noticed, Aish. I’m Captain Oblivious, not Grand Admiral Oblivious, 
but stop and think about the grading problem for a few minutes. This could 
be an example of post hoc ergo propter hoc or cum hoc ergo propter hoc.” 

“Excuse me? Wanna try that again in English?” she asked, sliding her 
moist pussy against his recovering erection as if silently asking, “How 
long can you be smart enough to talk — let alone in Latin — if I keep 
doing this?” 

“You could be falling victim to a common logical fallacy. How do you 
know the two events are related the way you think they are?” 

“I don’t, I guess, but it sure looks that way to me. Got a better 
explanation?” 

“Muh-maybe because you’ re afraid of looking like a bimbo oh, you’ re 
trying harder.” His eyes widened in awe. “Maybe your buh-body isn’t the 
only thing that got tooooo! Tuned up.” 

“Tuned up? Joel, I look like a fucking porn star with muscles. I want to 
be a painter, and thanks to your shampoo, I won’t be able to reach the easel 
unless I stand sideways.” She rose, positioned his cock, and sank herself 
onto him before continuing, “Not that I’m not enjoying the side benefits.” 

One slow and leisurely fuck — followed by a more passionate one — 
later, Joel began quizzing her. 

“Oh, that’s just history,” Aisha said blandly after answering a barrage 
of questions from one of her texts. “History’s easy. It’s all just memorize 
and regurgitate on the exam.” 

“OK .... How about math?” 

“That's it?” Aish asked some time later. “Calculus is supposed to be 
hard.” 

“It is, sort of. You just figured out about a month’s worth of the course 
material in about an hour.” 


“Come on. It was just memorize the rules and recognize the pattern. I’ ve 
always been good at that stuff. I guess I just never thought about math that 
way before. Give me something harder.” 

He dug through his shelf and pulled down a yellow and black book. 

“Mensa for Dummies?” she said, looking at the cover. 

“The title’s a bit of a joke. It’s a bunch of mid-range logic puzzles designed 
to get a person thinking and onto the tough stuff.” 

“OK. Hand it over.” 

Sometime around three AM, Aisha relented. “OK. So maybe I did earn 
some of those grades.” 

“That was my advanced stochastic processes text. You annihilated 
advanced stochastic processes. I worked my ass off to barely pass that class.” 

“Barely pass. You probably got a B.” 

“That’s barely a pass in the nerd world. Don’t get me started on how 
competitive we can get.” He stopped because Aisha was looking at him 
funny. “Serious! We make cheerleaders look like pussies, but I don’t think 
anyone’s died over it yet.” 

“Weird how that works. My A-class rack is an F. You up for another fuck 
before I go to bed?” 

“Tt’s three in the morning, Aisha. We’ve both got classes.” 

“And we can both afford to skip’em,” she said, dropping down, grabbing 
his legs, and jerking him closer to the edge of his chair. “We’re both super 
smart.” 

She slipped between his legs and planted a kiss on his skinny torso while 
pressing her breasts against his PJ-shrouded cock. “I knew you’d be up for 
it,” she said as he stiffened under the massaging rocking motion. Moment 
later, he was hobbled by the pajama bottoms tangling his ankles as Aisha 
toyed with him. 

“Stay with me Joel,” she demanded as her fingers kneaded her tits around 
his twitching cock. “If you go soft before I’m done, I’m tearing the thing 
off and beating you to death with it.” 

“Yuh. You’d better stop doing that pretty ffffffast, then...” he moaned in 
response. 


“Going to have worrrds with Mmmerrrcy’s sorrrorrrity sisterrrs,” Mercy 
purred. 

“Can’t you please speak normally?” 

“What will you give Mmmerrrcy if she does?” she asked, pawing at his 
pants. “Sommme crrreammm? Just a little lick? Just a little one? Mmmerrrcy 
be good little kitty. Please?” 

“Mercy, we’ve talked about this. No. Hands off, Mercy.” 

“No fairrrr,” she said, releasing her grip on the waistband of his PJs. 
“You let Aisha have all the fun.” 

“If you’re going out, act normal.” 

“And Joel has his own fun without Mmmerrrcy?” 
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“No, Joel does your homework and looks for something on the internet.” 

“Good Joel. Mmmerrrcy likes Joel.” She snuggled playfully, then 
wrapped herself around him, pinning his arms and pulling him to the floor. 
“Like Joel mmmorrre if Joel not be so silly. Joel wants Mmmerrrcy. Joel 
gets harrrd forrr Mmmerrrcy.” 

“Mercy Joel’s cousin, so nothing doing.” 

“Joel surrre?” she asked, licking his face. “Mmmerrrcy mmmake Joel 
forrrget all about being cousins. Just a little lick? Please?” 

“Get off me!” Joel shouted, trying to roll back and forth, but only 
succeeding on rolling Mercy on top of them. 

“Mmmerrrcy go now,” she said, letting go and bouncing to her feet. 
“But Mmmerrrcy know what Joel rrrreally wants: Mmmerrrcy on top.” 

She ran a bare foot up and down the bulge in his pants a few times and 
then padded off toward the door. 

“Put some shoes on, Mercy,” Joel called from the floor. “What if you 
step on some glass or something?” 

Her only response was the door closing. 

Picking himself up off the hallway floor, Joel relaxed a little. He looked 
down at something that didn’t want to relax any time soon; sooner or later, 
Mercy was going to win. 

Now, your average pervert would probably go jerk off that boner, but 
Joel’s smarter than the average pervert and understood patience. Aisha 
would be back in a few hours and she was way more fun than jerking off. 
Besides, she would tear his dick off and beat him to death with it if he 
wasted a hard-on. 

With the apartment to himself for a little while, Joel got down to his 
daily routine. He turned on his computer and left it to boot while he pulled 
some clothes on and looked under the bed. 

The shampoo bottle was gone. 

“Oh, fuck.” Those sorority sisters were in for a hell of a shock, or one 
or two of them anyway. There wasn’t much left. 

Mercy had a car and Joel didn’t, so there wasn’t much he could do 
about it. By the time he got there, Mercy would be enjoying a couple of 
nubile coeds. Joel settled into resignation and down into his desk chair. 

Joel had it pegged completely wrong. Mercy stole the locker key. 

“OK, Mike, Doc,” said Aisha, holding up the missing bottle. “This is 
the shampoo that you refuse to believe in.” 

She sat in Dr. Mike Andover’s office, a classically decorated 
psychiatrist’s workplace, in front of a table. On the other side of the table 
were the two people who thought she was nuts: Amanda Andover and her 
husband the aforementioned Mike. On the table was a cup of steaming 
water. 

“Im just going to open the bottle up and pour a little out into this cup 
of hot water so you can see some of what it does first hand.” 


And that's what she did while Amanda fought boredom and Mike looked 
on with a certain amount of interest because beautiful girls are always 
interesting to talk to. Well not always, but Aisha was a very smart beautiful 
girl. 

“Now we sit back and have our talk.” 

“So what's supposed to happen?” asked Amanda, already starting to 
get impatient and feeling antsy. “I don’t feel my breasts getting any bigger.” 

“No, you wouldn’t. For that to happen you need have direct contact, 
and I doubt your husband wants me painting you with the stuff in his 
office. Not yet anyway. And it doesn’t work on guys. Believe me, I’ve 
tried.” 

Aisha watched Amanda with increasing amusement. Her new doctor 
was so wrapped up in being a doctor, that she’d forgotten how to be a 
woman. Amanda was a nice person, but if she stayed a cold fish, she’d lose 
a hottie like Mike. It was time she realized that you could be sexual and 
professional at the same time, and the shampoo was an excellent tool for 
that. 

For example, Amanda’s breathing had accelerated, her face was pinking, 
and her nipples were beginning to make an impression on her tastefully 
professional — and completely neutered — blouse. It was testament to 
Amanda’s lack of awareness of her own body’s needs that she hadn’t noticed 
how horny she’d already gotten. 

As for Aisha, she was getting to the point that she’d have to screw 
someone damn fast, but Amanda got first dibs on her hubby. Aisha had 
decided that before embarking on such a drastic course of action. 

“Amanda, just look at your husband.” 

She did, and she didn’t look away. She just looked kind of drowsy, not 
all fired up the way Aisha got. 

“Mike... I’m sorry, but she’s hopeless.” 

“What?” said Amanda. 

“Keep the shampoo,” Aisha said, getting up. “She really needs it, but I 
better get out of here before I do something stupid.” 

“Aisha, we convened today, with my wife no less, at your request. You 
said you wanted to work through things.” 

“Oh, Pm going to work through some things, but not here with your 
wife watching. I promised myself, and I'm keeping to it.” 

“What?” barked Amanda as Aisha slipped through the door. 

“Hey, Lynn,” Aish said to Mike’s secretary on the through the lobby. 
“You're looking hot today.” 

“Uh. Thanks, Aisha,” came the reply. 

“What the hell was that about, Mike?” Horrible thoughts of an affair 
flickered through her mind. A steamy affair with lots of uninhibited, 
forbidden sex acts. She shook her head to clear them out, but they weren’t 
going anywhere. In fact, she — not Aisha — was doing most of the acting. 
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“Im not sure,” said Mike, looking at the bottle of shampoo. He picked 
up the still steaming cup of water and shampoo and walked to the door. 
Popping his head out of the room, he asked, “Lynn, could you be a dear 
and get rid of this?” 

“Sure,” she said, swiveling her chair. “What is 1t?” 

“Just hot water and shampoo.” 

“Hot water and... What?” She looked at the cup funny for a moment, 
then up at Mike. She swooned. 

“Dr. Andover,” Lynn whispered. “Whatever aftershave you're wearing 
1s really, really sexy.” 

Her eyes glazing over she stared at him, licked her lips, she took the 
cup and walked off toward the bathroom, hips swaying. Part way there she 
looked back at him and winked. 

Mike stared after her, not because of her swaying ass — not entirely, 
anyway — but because Lynn was a lesbian, or close enough to it to eliminate 
any concerns Mike had about a sexy young secretary clashing with his 
wife. She disappeared into the washroom and Mike stepped back into his 
office. 

“Mike, do you have any plans for this?” Amanda asked, holding out the 
shampoo. 

“I was just going to dump 1t.” 

“T want to have it examined.” 

“You want to have the magic shampoo examined,” he said, his face 
professionally neutral. “Why?” 

“Because something odd is going on. I’ ve known Aisha for two weeks 
and in that time she has changed. She's at least two inches taller and her 
breasts have grown.” 

“She looks the same to me,” Mike replied. 

“The first time she came to the clinic, she was panicked. She thought 
she might have breast cancer and that the shampoo caused it. She was five 
foot three. Maybe four. The second time I saw her, she was in some sort of 
frenzy. Today, she was about five foot seven.” 

“Closer to five eight, I think,” Mike corrected, earning a vicious glare 
from his wife. She didn’t look that well — more than a little flushed. “Are 
you feeling all right?” 

“T’m fine. It’s just too warm in here. I’ve been trying to convince myself 
otherwise, because this whole Aisha thing is impossible. At first I thought 
it was a joke and she had a sister — Aisha does, but she’s fourteen — and 
they were playing a joke. Then she actually did come to see you. How 
much do you charge for a session? Too much for a practical joke, Pm 
sure.” 

“So you think that there is something to this shampoo?” 

“There cant be. It’s insane, but there’s nothing else. This is just for my 
peace of mind.” 


“Who am I to object to peace of mind?” Mike mused. “Then again, 
maybe I should. I’d be out of business if everyone was happy and content.” 

There was no peace of mind for Amanda, so she paid to have the tests 
on the shampoo sample rushed. 

“What’s this? Chemicals, I can read that, but what are they from?” 
asked Mike, reading the page discarded on the kitchen counter. 

“Beryllium, copper, and silicon,” his wife called from elsewhere in their 
house. “I can’t imagine what those do for hair, but they are the only unusual 
traces. Other than that, it’s a generic aloe-based shampoo.” 

“The shampoo? You really did have it tested?” 

“Of course I did. Something fixated Aisha on the shampoo, something 
did happen to her between yesterday afternoon and her first two visits, and 
I want to know what it was. The lab says it’s safe, so the only thing left is 
to do the Jekyll thing and try some out myself.” 

“But my love!” he said over dramatically. “You don’t know what it will 
do to you!” 

‘T m betting on clean hair, but you’ re probably hoping for larger breasts,” 
she accused. “I saw you looking at her.” 

‘TIl ignore that for the sake of our future children. Do you want a 
spotter for the experiment?” 

“T m sure I can do just fine. 1”11 be out of the tub in a half hour and then 
we can order Szechuan.” Anything else she said was drowned out by running 
water. 

Ten minutes later, Amanda called out, “It tingles!” 

“Good,” Mike called back. “That means it’s working.” 

“Oh shut up, Mike. We're both barely old enough to remember that 
ad.” 

“Samuel Jackson said it in Loaded Weapon,” Mike kicked back, now 
standing outside the bathroom door. 

He waited for her usual “Denzel is better” response, but instead got, 
“Oooooooooh!” and the sound of splashing water. 

“Ooh what? You better not be fantasizing about Denzel.” 

“Ooh you'd better get in here. Something’s haAaaaahhh! Happening.” 

He rattled the handle. “Door’s locked.” 

“Mmmmm! Ohhhhh. Pick it!” 

“Unlock it.” 

“Ahhhh. Uh! 000000000!” Her moaning was punctuated with more 
splashes, as though she was panicking and drowning. 

Mike would be the first to tell you that his wife was a bit cold. Sex 
wasn’t an issue, she had no problem with sex, but she didn’t get into it. Not 
like this. Nothing ever like this. As a result, logic dictated that whatever 
was happening in the locked room — despite how it sounded — it was not 
erotic. 

It is possible that nothing can get a man moving faster than the sound 
of his wife in the throws of ecstasy. The only real competition it has is the 
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imminent death of a loved one or one’s self. For the safety of small children 
everywhere, bathroom doors are easy to pick and this was no exception. 

But Mike didn't bother and disproved the above theory with a kick. 
Imminent death kicks the hell out of sex in similar fashion to what Mike 
was doing to the bathroom door. If he’d been certain that his wife was just 
playing with him — or herself, based on the sounds she was making — 
Mike would have picked the lock, but a number of things can happen in a 
bathtub, like drowning. 

People don't scream like that when drowning, though. Mike heard the 
grunts and moans even over the doorframe giving way. 

Water soaked the floor. His wife lay in the tub with a bar of soap and the 
shampoo bottle. She was breathing rapidly and her head lolled against the 
wall around the tub. Amanda’s eyes looked at nothing, her tongue hung 
out the side of her mouth, and her face was ... 

Blasted out of her mind on drugs, was the first thing that occurred to 
him. The second thing he noticed was that she looked more like she had 
when they were in pre-med — young, unmarked, and possessed of a perky 
body. 

Third, her breasts were getting visibly bigger. She’d suck in a deep 
breath, her chest would rise, and when she exhaled, part of it wouldn't go 
back to where it was. They’d been submerged completely when he’d first 
smashed through the door, but as he watched, water parted around and 
between their rising massed. 

“Amanda?” 

Her eyes found focus. Her head snapped toward him. Her nipples, dark 
and pronounced, broke the surface. 

“Mike,” she sighed, her eyes lighting up with ... With something 
completely new. With a raw and completely un-Amanda-like hunger. Mostly 
surrounded by liquid and steamy air, her tongue felt and answered the call 
to wet her lips. 

After a few attempts’ her feet found the gritty tape they’d affixed to the 
bottom of the tub to prevent slips while showering and she rose, shedding 
water in a magnificent display. 

“Mike... something’s wrong with me. I... I need.” 

“Your breasts are growing,” Mike said stupidly. 

She cupped them and quivered as they swelled against her hands. 
“Yessss. Yes, they are. Help me. Mike. I need.” 

“TIl call an ambulance ...” 

“I need!” she said one last time before leaping out of the tub and grabbing 
him tightly. Mike slipped on the soaked floor as she drove him backwards 
into the towel rack and feasted maniacally on his lips. To remain on his 
feet, his arms wrapped around her. 

Amanda’s hands slipped down the back of his pants, gripped his shirt 
and pulled up. Buttons popped, but still it caught in the middle of his back, 
pinned between his spine and the his-and-hers towels. 


Growling into his mouth, she tore the shirt in half, the collar giving her only 
momentary pause. She pulled on the remnants as she kissed her way o ws The ~ 
two halves of his shirt hung from his arms as she disposed of the button and z per on 
the front of his pants in a similarly violent manner. 

“Need. So wet.” 

“Towel?” he asked. 

“Sheets,” she replied, tearing at his pants like a crazed animal. “Bed. Sex.” 

With the sound of more tearing, the seams along the crotch died a horrible dez 
but in her haste, Amanda couldn’t seem to disintegrate the pants as easily as she had * 
his shirt. Mike showed a measure of pity — and self preservation because she was 
pulling hard enough to wrench his leg out of its socket — and pushed her away so he 
could strip himself. «Y 

“Oh yes,” she moaned, spotting the long-since erected cock once it was clear of his” 
underwear. “Just what the doctor ordered.” i 

For a moment, Mike thought she was going to feast on it with her mouth suck 
him off for the third time in their twenty-two year relationship — but she didn’t. mA 
was far, far too horny to waste time on blowjobs. Too horny, in fact, to make it to their + 
bedroom. al 

She spun Mike and sat him down on the edge of the tub. Straddling him, Amanda 
grabbed his cock and without ceremony lowered herself. As she stretched around him, 
Mike felt her shudder. She sank, filling herself. 4 

“I can't do a very good job here.” 

“Don’t care. Need! Now!” Legs she hadn’t had in ten years — if ever — propelled — 
her up and down until she came with a yelp and began to bounce and thrash. Ther 
passed out and Mike carried her to their bedroom. 
















with kisses before getting back on top and bumping and grinding her way to 
orgasm. 
With her heavy, full breasts bouncing in front of his face, Mike decided no 


and kissing. Amanda began to lose it again. | 
“Suck me! Yes! Need! Fuck. Suck more need more yes,” descending into incohe ol 
babble, she began to thrash. Springs beneath them sprung and Mike’s cock burned fö 
release. d 
“Yes! Come in me! Come! Coooome!” Never one to keep a lady waiting, Mike 
came. The lady’s response wasn’t overly lady-like. i 
“Come! Yes! Come! C-cooooooming!” she howled, her pussy spasming and milking 
the last bits of ejaculate from him. This time she didn’t pass out, she tried fucking life 
back into his lagging cock, and frustrated at the immediate failure, she heaved herself 
off of him and got down to business with career blowjob number three. Mike returned 
the favor. 
“Well. That's confirmed,” said Amanda after she rolled over, but before she fell 
asleep. “The shampoo works. D’you think Lynn’d like whatever’s lefffff...?” 
“Lynn’s a lesbian,” replied Mike, but Amanda was out for the count. Mike curled 


into her sleeping body, reached around her, and cupped a breast. = 





She moaned and snuggled closer. 

“Now what do we do?” 

Since he had a class that afternoon and Mercy hadn’t come back, Joel 
swung by her old sorority house, almost afraid of — but also turned on by 
— what he might find. 

From the outside it was normal, but the inside of the Eta Beta Pi sorority 
house — the door was wide open — looked like a depraved individual's 
wildest imaginings of the inside of the Playboy Mansion. 

Actually, that was just Joel’s imagination running out of control. It looked 
pretty normal, but Joel had only seen the place once, spent the whole time 
hauling clothes and stereo equipment out, and only two of the girls had 
been home. This time it looked like no one was home, in spite of the open 
door. 

Until he heard the shriek and the girl ran — bounced — down the stairs 
and past him. 

Platinum blonde hair ran in waves down to brush the top of her ill- 
fitting jeans. He couldn’t see her legs, but her ankles were in the clear by 
several inches — this was one tall girl and she hadn’t always been that 
way. Because the jeans rode much lower than intended, she displayed hips 
and waist that made a nation’s worth of Barbie dolls jealous. 

But that was nothing. 

Her white t-shirt was packed to overflowing with a pair of breasts that 
made Mercy’s look tiny. Basketballs may have been an overstatement, but 
not by much. Her industrial-strength nipples pressed out, seemingly 
connected by the thick line they drew between them in the shirt. 

“Millie, you bitch!” shouted the huge breasted girl. “I had them right 
where I wanted them! Now I look like a cow!” 

“Moo!” echoed a voice, probably Millie’s. 

Joel tapped the sex goddess on the shoulder. “Uh. Hi? Pm looking for 
Mercy?” 

“You would be. Mercy takes all types. You’re cute though. Wanna fuck?” 

“Uh. No. Can I talk with Mercy? Please?” 

s not here,” she said, posing to press out her chest for his inspection. 
“Wanna fuck?” 

“Uh. No. Where is she?” 

“Oh,” she said, pouting. “The rest of the girls all went to the wet t-shirt 
contest. This year’s the year we totally kick Epsilon Zeta Psi’s ass. Mercy’s 
got a big surprise for them. You sure you don't wanna fuck?” 

“Uh. No. Er. Yes. I...” Joel paused for a moment while what she’d said 
sank in. “Oh shit. Where are they? What housing block?” 

“Block?” she asked, looking at him like he was stupid. “Try, like, 
Doolin’s. C’mon, I’m so horny! Let's fuck!” 

“Uh. No. Thanks.” He turned to leave. 

“Hey,” the girl yelled, “Wait a sec!” 

Joel turned back. 


She grabbed the front of the overloaded t-shirt she had on and tore it in 
half. The previously constrained breasts jumped free and bounced around 
before settling down and covering most of her torso. 

Because he’s severely disconnected from reality, Joel ran off to stop 
Mercy from transforming her entire sorority. 

“Oh, come on!” the blonde girl called from the bottom of the front 
steps as Joel pulled a campus map out of his back pocket. “You gotta want 
to fuck a girl with tits like these!” 

Her smile faded as Joel disappeared up the street but grew again as he 
turned around and ran back. 

“Ooo! Oooo! I knew you couldn’t really say no! Let’s fuck!” 

“Uh. No. Where’s Doolin’s?” 

“I could tell you,” she said, a calculating look on her face, “but then 
you'd owe me... at least one fuck.” She leaned in and grabbed the back of 
his shirt to lift it. 

“T m sure we can find you someone better at Doolin’s. How far is it? 
You probably better come with me.” 

“T better,” she said, trying to tug his shirt up past his armpits. “You 
aren’t getting out of my sight until I get fu— 

“Oh, no, I couldn’t do that!” protested the walking wet-dream, a look 
of utter devastation on her face. “I can’t go! I’m the ugly smart girl. They 
only let me into the sorority because I’m the homework bitch and I don’t 
wanna disappoint them and get kicked out!” 

“Uh. Right. Mercy gave you some shampoo, didn’t she? I can’t call 
you ‘you’ all night, either. What's your name?” 

“All night! O0000000! You are gonna fuck me! All night, too! I knew 
it!” She began bouncing up and down with joy. Once she got started, her 
breasts carried her on for quite a while longer than she seemed to have 
intended. “Oops! Im Eileen! You’re...?” 

“Joel. I dunno about the fucking thing, though. I don’t think that’s 
allowed for a first date.” 

“Qoooo00000!” she swooned and buried his head between her 
stupendous boobs. “A date!” 

She tried to tie the torn shirt up under her breasts, but there simply 
wasn’t enough material. “Don’t you go anywhere! I gotta get dressed!” 

The dress she came back down in was designed for a much shorter, 
fatter girl, but it contained the massive breasts and looked OK tied off at 
her waist with a sash. “We better hurry or we’ ll miss all the fun. I wanna 
see the looks on those Epsi faces when Mercy pulls out the secret weapon! 
Not to worry, though.” She jingled a set of car keys. “I borrowed Millie’s 
keys. Wanna lose my virginity fucking in the back of a car.” 

“Uh. Yeah. I know a girl who did that, and she says it sucks. She’s beds 
all the way.” 

“Coooool! You'll have to show me everything. IP m kinda new at this 
slut thing!” 
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Joel arrived at Doolin’s — Eileen had a hard time getting the seat back 
far enough to get behind the wheel — either too late or just in time, 
depending on how you measure these things. 

The flakey brunette who’d practically chased Mercy away just two 
weeks earlier stood on stage, bustier than before and completely soaked. 
Her vanguard of Eta Beta Pi girls stood in wing, each with a shampoo 
bottle. 

“Noooooo!” yelled Joel, completely drowned out by all the howls of 
“Yessssssss!” 

It shouldn’t take much intellect to guess what happened next. 

And lo. There was a great cry of exultation and much rubbing of breasts. 
Lather gushed forth, coating the stage as already impressive teen-and-early- 
twenties boobs began to grow. Wails of ecstasy rung out as cleavage begat 
crevasses. Crevasses gave way to canyons. Mounds ascended unto hills 
and hills unto mountains. They hardened and stabbed forth, both ascending 
to and being Heaven. The orbs of glorious womanhood shone forth like 
the sun. 

Because the powers of creation — be they in accordance to scientific 
method or divine intellect — have a sense of humor, the flimsy, clinging 
tops rapidly gave way as Under Pressure by David Bowie and Queen issued 
from the speakers. 

As the orgy broke out on the stage, Epsilon mixing with Eta and some 
forming chains, Eileen drooled. She was far from the only one, but one 
such face was familiar to Joel. 

“Henry, this is Eileen,” he said, rapidly introducing the two. “She’s too 
much woman for me, so here you go. Buh Bye!” 

Leaving the bouncy blonde to melt into the arms of Mercy’s ex- 
boyfriend, Joel fled. 

Joel, as it has been pointed out, has something of a reality disconnect. 
Any sane man would have stayed for the orgy and damn the cops. For 
crying out loud, the breasts weren’t even done expanding when he left — 
the girls still on the stage were still rolling in a combination of lukewarm 
water and shampoo as they made out. 

Damn spoilsport. 

At the prompting of some of the guys at school, Aisha’s new online bio 
said: 


Height: 38" 

Weight: 133 lbs 

Hair: brown 

Eyes: brown 

Bust: 38H 

Hips: 24 

Waist: 35 

Favorite Sex Position: Ask her. Maybe she’ll demonstrate. 


A virtual innocent all the way through high school, Aisha’s body filled 
out dramatically in her first year of university and she exploded onto the 
soft core scene on this very site [click here for more] 

Because Joel designed the site, it was not nearly as offensive as it could 
have been. There were no pop-ups, for one thing. But there were pictures, 
Aisha knew a lot of the artists in her classes these days, and most of them 
wanted to draw, paint, or photograph her. 

Her clothes were still on in all of the pics on the site, but no one really 
looked at the clothes. Aisha looked at the rest of the site. Sexy, but tasteful. 

And absolutely nothing like the site Joel’d thrown together for the Eta 
Beta Pi girls. That site was pure, raw hardcore and dripped sex — dirty, 
nasty sex — from every page and every picture. 

Epsilon Zeta Psi found someone to put up their own page but it was 
utterly tasteless. The Eta girls came off looking like sluts but the Epsilon 
girls were complete trash. Not that some of them weren’t hot but the Eta 
girls looked like you could take one home to mother, not be completely 
embarrassed about and still have wild sex with all night afterwards. 

Anyway, Aisha preferred the Eta site but she happened to be looking at 
her own site and it was getting her hot. She dropped in Joel’s lap sideways, 
turned to squish a breast into him, and snuggled with lots of tongue. 

Breaking the kiss, Aisha began to feel herself up. It wasn’t that Joel 
didn’t do a good enough job but that he’d focused all of his time a bit too 
high. Sometimes she wanted a bit of the womanly touch and Mercy just 
wasn’t around all that often anymore. 

Wanting something more than pawed breasts didn’t keep her from 
pawing them herself, but when she got to their masses, she unhooked and 
discarded her fetishistic bra. Then she asked, “Mercy didn’t waste all of 
the shampoo on the Eta girls, did she?” 

“No. She left a couple bottles at the locker, but she wouldn’t give the 
key back. Took me hours to convince Eileen to steal them for me.” 

“Oh, and I bet you enjoyed every minute of it!” Aisha laughed. “She’s 
hot! Next time you need to talk her into something, I’ m coming along. So 
where are the bottles now?” 

“Hidden,” Joel replied. 

“Ooohhh! Mr. Mysterious!” She began to squirm in his lap, grinding 
her firm-but-rounded ass into his groin. “I don’t think you can keep a 
secret from me for very long, but the longer you last, the better we’ Il both 
like it. So please try.” 

“Good thing I’m so smart now,” she said a few minutes of necking and 
groping later, “or I’d never have the time to do this, work out, and pass 
school.” 

“Work out?” Joel mumbled incredulously around an engorged nipple. 

“You don’t think I’m going to risk losing wasting this body, do you? I 
think my boobs are about right, so Pm not messing with the shampoo 
anymore. 
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“Honest!” she protested, denying the lack of belief apparent on Joel’s 
face. “But I bet my lil’ sister would love a kickstart.” 

“She’s fourteen, Aish.” 

“What fourteen year old wouldn’t want Double Ds? I bet she’d kill to 
stop collecting Barbies and start being Barbie.” 

That pried a giggle out of her before she got introspective. “I wonder 
what Mike would say,” she mused. 

“About your interest in lesbian incest?” 

“Goof. Layla’s going to be flatter than I was if she doesn’t get help. 
About the site, I mean.” 

“Sure,” he replied, not entirely unsarcastically. “Who’s Mike?” 

“The male Dr. Andover. My shrink.” 

“You see a shrink?” 

“I saw a shrink. His secretary always says he’s busy when I call, but 
sometimes I just get the answering machine. 

“I wonder what they are up to ...” she giggled. “I hope they’ re including 
his wife in the fun. She’s a nice enough lady but really dull. 

“Anyway, I wonder what he’d think of the site. He kept telling me to 
get in touch with the inner me. I like it a lot better when you’re touching 
the inner me... hard and fast and over and over until you come deep inside 
me.” 

Still clueless — he sat wearing a super large tee shirt that would have fit 
three Joels — but not clueless enough to not notice Aisha’s lips teasing his 
ear. Or her ass wriggling on his lap. Or the nipple pressing into his chest. 

Nobody could be that clueless, thought Aisha, enjoying the feel of his 
hard cock against the side of her hip. 

His body wasn’t clueless, but his mind still had some problems. Looking 
at the stats, Joel asked, “Aren’t you only an F-cup?” 

“36F or G, but who cares? Most of the guys who are going to visit the 
site won’t be able to tell the difference — I could say something silly like 
50M and they’d lap it up — but it just won’t matter to the rest.” Kneading 
her spectacular orbs and obviously rapidly becoming intensely horny 
herself, Aisha continued. “Are you going to tell a girl with tits like these 
that she’s too small, or are you just going to drool and say, “Yes ma’am’?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Good choice. Now get naked,” she commanded, bouncing up off him. 
His seat snapped forward, and Joel resisted being catapulted by slapping 
his hands down on his desk and keyboard. Whatever key’s he’d hit loaded 
a new page in the browser and Aisha immediately recognized the site. 

“Oh no, Joel! You didn’t buy more, did you?” she asked, but then she 
did a double take. 
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“You can find anything on the internet,” he said plainly and stood up. 
He was a little showy — OK, a lot showy — as he cast off his oversized 
shirt, but when she saw those washboard abs ... 

“Ha! You were rubbing yourself all over me for the past half hour and 
you didn’t notice. And you call me cluele — Hey!” 

Joel was thrown onto his bed mere fractions of a second before she 
ripped her panties out of the way and settled over his massively thick 
cock. 

Aisha smiled stupidly as she drooled at both ends. Then she pushed 
down. 


THE END 





